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Foreword 


EVEN AMONG ATHEISTS, THERE 
WOULD BE CONFIRMED SCHOLARS 


Once or twice I tactfully escaped from the audacity of writing 
prefaces to Chera’s books. This time, I could not and so, I am 
writing. Whether you would read it or turn over the leaves, it 
is up to you. You would have by this time understood the 
reason for my escaping. Yet I would recount it and tell you 
the reason for writing this. I have a crazy belief that if a preface 
is to be written to any book, the one writing it should be highly. 
qualified than the writer of the book. I call this a crazy belief 
as this does not prove true in many cases and also due to the 
reason, that somehow or the other, I am not getting away. We 
cannot undertake such an audacious step regarding those regarded 
by us with a sense of awe. Chera is deeply read in the tra- 
ditional literature. For analysing it, he has with him, besides the 
normal tools like the traditional grammars and rhetorical texts 
etc., extraordinary tools like historical social and psychological in- 
sights etc. These are enough, I suppose. Coming down to 
modern literature, his commitment, engrossment, perseverance and 
patience are beyond evaluation. He is the sage Agastya who 
guzzled up everything starting with the romantic poetry, includ- 
ing leaflets, without letting off anything. (Chera does not like 
such metaphors. What have I given up, because he does not 
like?). He is one with intimate contacts and friendship with 
various writers in an unusual degree. He is an individual who 
not only drained modern poetry but to a certain extent, even 
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assimilating even the literatures of foreign lands. This is the sec- 
ond aspect and the third sphere is well-known to all. If any 
one is asked to name three Telugu persons who, at present, put 
in a lot of effort in linguistics, whoever may list the names, 
Chera’s name would certainly be there. In the meeting for the 
award of literary laurel to him in the recent days (11-03-2003) 
by Andhra Pratibha Pratishtan, Rajahmundry, when 1 consulted 
some people who could speak about the learning of Chera, two 
people transpired. Of the two, one expressed his inability because 
he would have to be in America and the other, on account of 
ill health — the consequence, neither of them could be present. 
It is a different matter. The reason for my recounting all this 
is because a major part of his contribution in this science is in 
English in the form of seminar papers submitted at the national 
and international seminars and by that reason some might not 
have been aware of this. After his treatise on Telugu sentence 
has been printed recently for the second time and has been avail- 
able, many are dazed. For the depth of the subject, the eyes 
of many have been enlarged in wonder. As for me, after going 
through this, I am standing up, if Chera’s is standing and sitting 
down only after he does so. Most significantly his research on 
non-finite verbs, imitations, nomenclatives, has greatly strength- 
ened Telugu linguistics as a science. If the remaining seminar 
‘papers also were to be brought out into Telugu, scholars may 
taise him to the skies. In this manner, in three or four spheres, 
he is lofty like a sal tree. Physically, I am six feet in height, but 
of what avail! I am a dwarf before him. Even after being 
aware of this, why would I dare in writing prefaces to his books! 
Though I may be cracked in wits, can’t I comprehend this much! 
That is why, all these days, I have avoided; now there is no 
other go, but to write. It does not mean that overnight 1 have 
become a scholar by virtue of the deity like Kali writing some 
magical words over my tongue! I ventured to do this on pres- 
sure from the dedicatees of this book. 
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function of “Telugu Sentence” in an unanticipated manner. “All 
of Chera’s contribution is languishing in the form of essays in 
the newspapers and they are to be made available to the world 
in book form. What can you do regarding this?” I asked the 
two, just the same way. Isn’t it said that to one newly initiated 
into Vaishnavism, more vertical marks of devotion would be 
there all over the body? Both the gentlemen, brought their hands 
together as if in acquiescence (Murahari Rao added his natural 
suggestive smile) and said, “Do whatever you wish. We are 
ready.” Then I told them that I would inform them soon the 
number of pages and the amount that would be required. Then 
they said, “The cost does not matter. We two, are here. We 
will shoulder it”. But they imposed a condition that I should 
alone write the foreword for the book. My eyes turned moist 
and for their refinement of an immediate assent, I bowed to 
them in gratitude. In that delight, | turned oblivious of every- 
thing and agreed to write the foreword. How liberal they have 
been! If it were to be another, or some other person, they would 
have said. “Ah! Certainly. We will think over,” and would have 
had the request repeated, at least, for another time and would 
have had us, knocking at their door or move round the house. 
(None of these two, till now, asked me to call on them at their 
houses). These did not do such a thing. They immediately 
consented. As they have been so refined and lovers of litera- 
ture, I openly put forward my request. 1 know that at the time 
of the function of “Three Sixties” of Donappa, these two were 
the ones who got all those books published and conducted the 
function on a grand scale. In that context, | worked with them 
for some days. Then I comprehended their love of literature 
and inherent attitude to standby the intense and independent effort 
in any field. From then on, I developed an infinite regard to- 
wards these two. By producing high-yielding hybrid seeds of 
superior quality, Murahari Rao, brought about a silent revolution 
in the field of agriculture. He toured across the country and 
abroad and recommended modern agricultural methods to the 
ryots and the public sector. Besides, he set up charitable trusts 
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Dharma Rao and made provision for presentation of awards 
annually to those who put in efforts in a rationalistic strain. He 
also made provision for the presentation of a gold medal to 
the topper in M.A. English of Kakatiya University. The two 
played a prominent role in bringing out the literature of Kaviraju, 
in several volumes. Narra Kotaiah made provision for the award 
of gold medals for the best research theses. He is a regular 
reader of literature. Fle is noted for honesty and high standards 
in his businesses and constructions. Kotapati Murahari Rao does 
not hesitate to remark incisively if he finds something awry in 
the opposite individual. Kotaiah is of a very gentle nature who 
does not do that even. He stood by many in the business field 
and rescued them. In a plain and a simple manner, cooperated 
and set them right. Lakshmi Devi gaining access with the two 
becomes eminent but has not in anyway, made these proud. 
There are many, more affluent than the two and 1 have contacts 
with them too, but can we ask all the people for each and 
everything? They have been gracious enough not to turn down 
my request and I am grateful. Should I divulge another secret! 
Both of these are the eternal readers of ‘Cheratalu’, and highly 
fond of Chera. Yet, it seems, they shrank from coming for- 
ward on their own. Yes, tell me, how could they as Chera’s 
poise and reluctance for aid is so steadfast. I think, 1 am for- 
tunate enough as I got an opportunity to be a coordinator for 
a good task. There are many books published with the assis- 
tance of these two elderly gentlemen and there would have been 
many dedications also. But here I submit to both that the value 
of this ‘Smriti Kinankam’, is very special. I submit that the 
world will identify this as a suitable prop to a suitable book 
and it would be remembered for a long time to come. With 
a heart cloyed by delight, I thank these publicity shy duo and 
wish them constant progress. 


This is ‘Crystallized Memories’, a collection of essays. The 
one about to come out is ‘Conscience of Language’, and it is 
self-evident that it is a collection of essays concerning linguistics 
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at different times on a variety of subjects. Looking at these 
names, there may be many, who may say that Chera has been 
completely spoiled. Let them be! The world would know how 
much. Chera has written; the depth and the extent too would be 
known. This is my delight. Chera has a practicality. He docs 
not speak at random. Even for delivering a talk, he should 
prepare it in advance. It seems to'be good — without any 
scope for evaporation of thoughts and collecting some insub- 
stantial things. So, it is to be taken for granted that if he speaks 
out something it would assume the form of letters. Savoury 
dishes have been prepared in plenty. Some have been set on 
the table and some may be in the vessels in which they are 
cooked. With the insterest generated after Murahari Rao and 
Kotaiah nodded in assent, I collected them and on dividing them 
based on the content, they turned out into three or four vol- 
umes. I mercilessly discarded some of the ordinary essays and 
selected only some which had some merit or the other and so 
worth-publishing. They came upto so many books. Even for 
this, these dedicatees are to be thanked. The remaining books 
are about to be printed soon and reach the public. 


There are three parts in this 'Smriti Kinankam.’ “Mine,” ‘Mirch’ 
and ‘Melancholy’- combined together make this book. In the 
part, ‘Mine’ essays concerning his literary friends, literary relatives, 
his trips to America, the journal that influenced him, Veerulapdu 
of his liking and others, found place. In the pact “Mirth’ essays 
about good books, good seminars, good awards and good 
individuals like Nanduri Ramamohana Rao — Dharma Rao — 
AB.K. are there. Anguishes experienced by him when eminent 
persons like Kelly, Ramanujan, Ra.Ra., Varada, K.V.R., 
Bommakanti, Kethavarapu, Donappa, Arudra and the like de- 
parted from this world have been included in “Melancholy.” By 
reading any of the essays the reader would be benefited either 
from the point of knowledge or in terms of feeling. It is not 
easy to extricate, if I try to review these and it is also not 
necessary. I will express my account of the book in a few 
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It seems, a philosopher of a long past said that we can identify 
the qualities in us among the people who confront us. (It is 
better, if no one said so.) The root causes for the paradoxes, 
laziness and forgetfulness observed in Chera, can be found in 
these essays. There are many paradoxes in Chera. He does not 
have a belief in God, yet enjoys listening to devotional songs. 
He rejects the values and practices of the past yet happily enjoys 
the melodies of classical poetry. He has a strong faith in leftist 
ideology but at the same he would state firmly that it is not 
and need not be the panacea for every thing. Chera is of a 
philosophical background which suggests that nothing is distinct, 
devoid of an attribute and nothing is perfect. I became close 
to him after I joined Telugu University and I consider it to be 
my fortune. Observing Chera, I learnt that withstanding the ups 
and downs, despairs and frustrations etc., and standing up to 
the challenges hurled by life and time, (the same is called God 
by some - Yam Brahmeti, Sanskrit, to mean, these are alone 
Brahma) is resoluteness. I am not certain whether I learnt or 
not but have known it. In my view, Chera is a confirmed 
scholar. Even among atheists, there would be confirmed schol- 
ars and it is not a thing to be imbibed just by studying the 
Vedas. A man with this quality would be able to get on with- 
out any distinctions with the society around him. He would be 
in a position to receive opportunities and unpopularities (can I 
use the word) as the obverse and the reverse of a coin and 
would even enjoy criticism and would feel glad thinking that 
though the criticism jibed at him, he has become the theme of 
poetry. This has been possible as he is not an egotist and is 
free from desires, Chera is an unpretentious literary being, Chera- 
wishes to read even if he gets a minute’s leisure but does not 
develop unnecessary hopes and later experience trials, and be 
subjected to despair. He is so generous as to love even those 
who hate him and an honest one who does not in any context 
conceal their virtue, He is such a liberal as to forgive though 
he is aware that he is treated like a curry leaf. He never shrunk 
back from proclaiming the truth nor had he written hoping for 
something and even did not feel Sry, for his acts. olde, peyer 
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desisted from locking horns with any high-standing person and 
so only has not switched over to any camp. If circumstances 
proved to be too formidable like a sky overcast with dark 
clouds, he put off his pen and never compromised and did not 
beseech. To put it in a word, Chera is a critic who did not 
abandon his character and who did not tarnish the character of 
those opposed to him. I write so, because, ‘guarding the inter- 
ests of others should be the sole aim,’ is an age old maxim. 


Though he locked horns with somebody in a serious man- 
ner, it was only concerning their opinions but not with the in- 
dividuals. Chera has the self-confidence to introspect in a broader 
aspect and rub shoulders with a hearty laugh. There are many 
instances in these essays wherein Chera identified the same at- 


. tributes in others opposed to him and I will present some sen- 


tences here and there. There is another thing which should be 
mentioned even before this. There have been many instances in 
which Chera, who many a time said that in writing essays meant 
for expounding the content, rhetorical style would not be suit- 
able, wrote in a style imbued with poetic content. For example, 
look at the second paragraph of the second essay - “At the 
mention of Narsaraopet, numerous milestones of incidents would 
be confronted. Showers of memories pelt down. Tender 
caresses of soft winds cause tingles.” Similarly, the tingling ex- 
perienced while walking at daybreak from Chidambaram to 
Annamalai, is another example. Such prose would be found to 
a great extent in the essays under the chapters, ‘Mine’ and 
‘Melancholy’. As all these aspects are concerning the heart, this 
style would have been needed. It is a great thing to stir the 
reader through mere prose by intensely suffusing words with 
feelings and melancholia. Probably, the romantic poetry imbibed 
by Chera would have afforded this style and this life-force. All 
said and done, I submit to you Chera, that in some circum- 
stances, even ordinary prose may necessitate rhetorical style! 


In Nanduri Ramamohana Rao, he identified extensive knowl- 
edge, variety in taste, democratic attitude, rhetorical prose style 
etc., to be the chief attributes. He exulted much for Nanduri’s 
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treasuring his contacts with Krishna Sastry. That's why, | said 
that we will identify our own qualities in the people we con- 
front. All these attributes are there in Chera too. While his 
essays are testimonies for the two qualities in the beginning of 
this paragraph, his friendship and discussions serve as examples 
for the third one. As Ramamohana Rao treasured his contacts 
with Krishna Sastry, Chera has Nayani Subba Rao and Kelly and 
some others to treasure. On the whole, I wished to say that the 
inmost temperament is the same. 


Reminiscing about T.L. Kantha Rao, he said, “I cannot defi- 
nitely say, he was a Marxist critic, but can certainly say, he was 
a critic with a strong Marxist leaning. As far as I am con- 
cerned, I too have regard for Marxist doctrine, love for the 
writers endeavouring in its range and affection for those making 
sacrifices, but the attraction as regards beautiful thoughts, leaning 
towards heart-stirring feelings, ardent liking for sensitive expres- 
sions, lure me. Kantha Rao had the power to withstand these 
allurements”. For a short while we will set aside the irony in 
the last sentence. In all the first sentences, Chera spoke of himself. 
As he had some similarity with T.L., while speaking where he 
differed from him, he has been caught. For this reason alone, 
I say Chera is a conscientious critic. Since he entered the world 
in the days of romanticism and coexisted with the post-roman- 
tic trends, the affability wanting in Kantha Rao, is found in Chera. 
Failing in the examinations when young, sleeping less after grow- 
ing up — these two proved to be boons to him and useful for 
extensive study. 


Talking of sleeping less, I recollect an incident. Sometime 
back, when he said that his legs were swelling, I took him to 
a doctor in Rajahmundry. He conducted all the tests and said, 
“You are bearing a lot,” and expressed his surprise. To it Chera 
said, “As long as the body exists, do you mean to say that 
something or the other will not affect it? In my view, it is un- 
necessary to be concerned for everything and even if concerned, 


nothing can be done.” Then the doctor said, “If all were to 
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bear like you, our doctors cannot rob on such a large scale.” 
Then it was my turn to be surprised at both of these. 


While reading these essays, Chera’s power of memory makes 
us wonder. Still he remembers the fragment of a lyric recited 
by his friend at ‘Foxes’ Orchard’ in Bandar as long back as 
forty or fifty years. Similarly, the work of Vasireddy Kasiratnam 
is another one. Remembering incidents is not something special 
but remembering fragments of works, never and no where 
mentioned by any, is extraordinary. I think, probably on ac- 
count of remembering such numerous things, Chera is forgetful 
and absent minded regarding many other matters. In the grand 
mansion of experience due to some wind or the other, some 
door ot window would be thrown open. All of a sudden, 
Chera, would turn like a switch put off. Activeness found till 
then would suddenly vanish. He would be found stuck in the 
chair or would be running in some direction. The participants 
of the seminar would think as to what is wrong with him and 
conclude that he is either absent-minded or a lazy one. In fact, 
in Chera’s view, these two are untruths. Had it been otherwise, 
could he write so many essays? And exactly mention who spoke 
a certain word, in what context it was spoken and on what 
date he spoke. The peculiarity in this is the identification of the 
same traits in his teacher, Kelly. While speaking of Kelly he said 
“Though he could, he did not perform some activities, Though 
he had the ability to write, he did not. An inexplicable sloth- 
fulness, an unusual absent-mindedness”. It is true, there are two 
spheres in which Chera, though he could, did not petform as 
much as he could; though had the ability to write, did not write 
as much as he could and they are grammar and prosody. As 
these have been identified, we hope, hereafter, he would under- 
take and write. Let them be for a while but what is worth to 
be noted is that whenever there is a mention of Kelly, Chera’s 
soul would be revealed. Though the length of this ‘Foreword’ 
is likely to be extended, let me cite a few sentences: “He was 
the chief among my teachers who influenced the process of my 
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regarding anything. To any question, he would not reply as ‘yes 
or ‘no’. To some extent he would answer in the affirmative and 
to the other extent, in the negative. To him, the world is not 
white or black. It is an amalgam of all the colours. This same 
attitude alone is found in my research and thoughts”. Chera 
disclosed without concealing anything as to how due to this 
attitude with whom he had to lock horns and by whom he had 
been railed. Alas! I do not know in what world Vakati 
Panduranga Rao is but exactly in this context only he awarded 
him the title, “Foe to both sections of poets”. 


Chera proudly declared, “What any student should learn from 
his masters is not syllabus, easy ways for scoring marks in the 
examination, obtaining degrees without straining and getting jobs 
through recommendation but to be inspired by the highest values 
and superior ideals”. When mind simmers, the inner self will 
have to be revealed. Life has to be spread out affording others 
the opportunity to examine it by themselves. This may be true, 
there would always be a generation which would recognize values 
but it would not articulate on each and every occasion and when 
needed, its decision would not go astray. 


” Soon after hearing in Hyderabad news of his master’s death 
in America, Chera remembered the occasion of his father’s death. 
When Chera was in America, his father here in India died and 
the news reached him after a delay of many days. In that con- 
nection, Chera said, “In the bundle of letters opened in the 
evening. I read the news contained in an aerogram. I did not 
speak of it to anyone. I managed it with a (silent/soiled) tear.” 
He did not rest at that. He continued his candid expression saying 
“sometimes a doubt arises in me, if there is a possibility for the 
repetition of history” — this is a sentence which would give a 
slight pricking to the heart. Now all of Chera’s children are in 
America. Such a thought may arise but to speak it out, a firm- 
ness of heart is required. In the case of this leftist philosopher 
exhorting his life partner that she may have to live for some 
more time after him and that she has to learn to do things on 


her own may not be inconsistent but somehow I am not in a 
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position to reconcile myself when such a man of sensitive feel- 
ings, thinks and speaks in so harsh a manner. 


My pen is not moving from this point but I do not like to 
end it this way. Still I have not acquired the philosophic attitude 
as of Chera. Therefore, I would end this by recollecting 
Donappa, master to both of us. While mentioning the strange 
and awkward attitude found during the recent times in the field 
of research, more particularly in the researches concerning lin- 
guistics (depending on secondary source) Chera said, “In En- 
glish, the first thing seen by a person is considered to be first 
source. It is the zenith of the remnants of colonialism. This was 
not the method of Donappa. With the help of the source he 
gets hold at first, he would get into the original. He would not 
rest until he gets hold of the real source,” and exactly got hold 
of our master’s sustaining quality. If, in Chera, trained under such 
superior research scholars, the same traits are seen, no reflected, 
it would seem to be very natural. There are essays in this book 
which would mirror this. Please read and after reading, think of 
the order of our masters. Then, we would to a certain extent, 
be redeemed of our debt of gratitude. 


20-04-2000 Bethawolu Ramabrahmam 
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MY CHILDHOOD 


Modern Telugu poets weave verse of very beau- 
tiful sandcastles, about their childhood. I always 
recollect a line of verse of Arudra saying, “Give 
back my childhood to me, TI indulge in play in 
abandon”. But I don’t remember my childhood to 
have had a smooth run. 


Our village is Hindalapadu in Khammam district 
of Andhra Pradesh. It used to be by a stream at 
a distance of three kilometers south of Madhira. 
On the other side of the stream existed mango and 
guava orchards. I say ‘existed’ in the sense, they are 
not there now. Now, I have only memories of 
plucking mangoes in stealth, hoodwinking the watch- 
men during hot noons. The stream alone still flows 
along, but the village is not there. It moved closer 
to Madhira, that too after my childhood. Viewed, 
while sitting on the bank, the sun rise through the 
orchards on the other side of the stream seemed 


to be beautiful. 


During those days I had a friend. He was my 
maternal uncle. Both of us got hold of money in 
our houses in stealth, went to Madhira, spent the 
money in a spree and returning home, had a dress- 
ing down. I am not certain about him, but I had 
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I used to lie down during some nights behind a tatty in front 
of the pial master’s house. But they somehow got hold of me 
searching all over with lanterns. 


Unable to endure this mischief, my parents were very much 
upset. My mother, finding no way to keep me away from my 
childhood friend, at last thought of distancing me from him as 
the only means to keep me along the right track and for it she 
had an idea. A son of my paternal aunt named Neerukonda 
Venkaiah worked as an ayurvedic doctor in a village called 
Siripuram near Guntur. They decided to send me to him. At 
that time he had no children and he gladly consented to the 
proposal. 


A pleasant part of my childhood was spent in Siripuram. It 
is a village of considerable extent. My paternal aunt’s son was 
closely associated with all the people and besides, he was a doctor. 
1941-42 was the period when the winds of freedom movement 
were powerful. In the home of my paternal aunt’s son, viz., in 
my cousin, Bangaramma’s home, girls of the neighbouring houses, 
turned the spinning wheel daily as a mark of patriotism. My 
paternal aunt’s son was often away from the village on sundry 
jobs. These girls slept there as cohorts of my cousin Bangaramma. 
Don’t know where they are now or whether they are there! I 
still remember their names, Leelavati, Nageswaramma and 
Jagadamba. Yes, I recollect, Roy is also from Siripuram. Know- 
ing it lately, I developed a great liking for him. 


Roy, is the son of Kadiyala Bhadraiah. Would have been 
born then but would have been just a baby. 


Probably thinking, some day or the other I may have to go 
to Nizam, they enrolled me in an Urdu school in Siripuram. 
Incidentally, in the school, all were Muslims. I was the only 
Hindu student learning Urdu. The Urdu teachers there treated 
me very fondly. The Urdu script I learnt there is now useful 
to read some names on the boards. 


Later, changing their minds, they withdrew me from the Urdu 
school and arranged. private tuition in English with, acteachen,, 
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named Suraiah and got me enrolled in II Form in Sarabhaiah 
Gupta Hindu High School, at Sattenapalli. I still remember some 
of the high schoolmates of those days, one was Chandramouli. 
Chaparala Lakshminarayana was another. He was from Saripudi, 
beside Siripuram. Once, on a day when I went to his village, 
his sister conducted me to each house and introduced me as her 
newly acquired brother. Recently, I read somewhere, the fire 
brand and leader of Congress, Nannapaneni Rajakumari hails 


` from Saripudi and her parents are of Chaparala (surname). At 


Sattenapalli, Chandramouli, Lakshminarayana and I used to read 
by climbing into tamarind trees. I studied at Sattenapalli be- 
tween 1944 and 1946. Twelve Rupees per a month, three meals 
a day at Somamma Mess. I bought photos of patriots like 
Chittaranjan Das, Lala Lajpat Rai, Netaji Subhas Chandra Bose 
and Captain Lakshmi etc., and indulged in hero worship. I moved 
along with Student Congress. In Congress processions I moved 
about with slogans of Jai Mahatma Gandhi, Jai Prof. Ranga, 
Netaji Zindabad, Captain Lakshmi Zindabad. In a procession, 
our leader was Daruvuri Veeraiah. He was Ranga’s follower 
(almost a devotee). By the time the procession reached the 
Communist Party Office, the slogan “Death to the national trai- 
tors” was raised. Basically, he was a Ranga devotee. To top 
it, those were the days when the heat of the Quit India Move- 
ment didn’t abate. 


Suspicions and misunderstandings about the role of the Com- 
munists in the movement still persist, won't they? 

I bought plays and poems and literature on freedom move- 
ment and read them. Don’t remember who wrote it, but I got 
by heart the stanzas in the book ‘Jai Hind’ in ‘Sisa’ metrical form. 

I remember a fragment of a line. ‘People who draw a 
hammer and a sickle, and display them are our brethren and 
followers of Russia’. 


Non-violence too got into me. For many days I abstained 
from eating meat. 
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I propagated non-violence. 


I remember one or two interesting incidents at 
Sattenapalli. In the high school there was prayer everyday. Certain 
patriotic songs were sung. After it, a senior teacher spoke briefly. 
I think it was in 1945. The U.S. President, Franklin D. Roosevelt, 
elected three times, died. A senior teacher, while mentioning it 
said, if Roosevelt were to be alive for some more time, he 
would have arranged granting of independence to our country. - 
At once the Headmaster got hold of it and amended it saying, 
“Independence is not a thing to be granted by some one, and 
to be arranged. It is a thing we get by fighting.” Those words 
made an indelible impression on me. My hero then was Subhash 
Chandra Bose. 


While at school at Sattenapalli, Chandramouli, Chaparala 
Lakshminarayana and I went to Tenali to see Gandhiji. He was 
on a dais in a big ground somewhere near the railway station. 
I couldn't catch a glimpse of him. An elderly person lifted me 
up and showed him saying. “There is Gandhiji'. Then I could 
see him, but couldn't hear him. It was Monday. He kept silence 
that day. But I had the satisfaction of viewing a great leader. 


Even while at school at Sattenapalli, I witnessed the 
Ashtavadhanam by Kondaveeti Venkata Kavi. 


In the 1946 election Vavilala Gopala Krishnaiah contested as 
the Communist candidate. According to my comprehension of 
the time, communists were traitors. So, I canvassed against him 
requesting that the votes were to be cast into the yellow box. 


My paternal aunt’s son gave up his doctor’s job at Siripuram 
and started business at Narasaraopet. During 1946-50, I studied 
at Narsaraopet. Then my paternal aunt’s son subscribed to 
“Prajasakthi” daily. He was a follower of Ranga. He sub- 
scribed to the paper at someone’s suggestion but didn’t read it. 
But I read the whole of it. It brought about a change in my 
thinking. Later I read books like ‘Communists’ Reply to the 
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Congress Executive’ (P.C. Joshi), ‘Russia, heaven on the Earth,’ 
‘People’s Rule in integrated Andhra’ and other books and by it 
Communists did not seem to me as traitors. I understood, there 
are many more valuable things to be known than patriotism. 
Principles of dialectical materialism taught by Narayana Swamy 
in underground got into my head. As I moved away from 
childhood, the world seemed wider than patriotism. Seeds for 
my worldly outlook and a balanced taste of the classical and 
modern literatures were sown in ‘Narsaraopet itself. As those 
details are talked about in the special edition of the Bicentenary 
Celebrations of Narsaraopet, I can’t write here further more. 


Andhra Jyoti, Literary Forum, 
1998, June 22, Monday. 
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SALUTES TWO HUNDRED TO 
NARSARAOPET 


My stay at Narsaraopet was only for four years, 
(1946-50) yet an affinity of half a century is en- 
twined with it. 

At the mention of Narsaraopet, numerous mile- 
stones of events are confronted. Showers of 
memories pelt down. Tender caresses of the soft 
winds cause tingles. Ensconcing in its fold, this town 
honoured many literati. From Nayani Subba Rao, 
one of the pillars of the edifice of romanticism 
down to Madduri Nagesh Babu, today’s angry dalit 
poet, and many sought shelter in it. The charioteers 
of progressive poetic consciousness, Anisetty Subba 
Rao, Kundurti Anjaneyulu, Gangineni Venkateswara 
Rao, Rentala Gopala Krishna moved along the streets 
of Narsaraopet. Forty years back, Nayani Subba 
Rao used to say “All you Progressive poets are my 
disciples only”. May be for this reason such ten- 
derness in Anisetty Subba Rao’s poetry! He hankered 
very much for poetic values. Today Kundurti 
Anjaneyulu is hailed as the grandfather of free verse. 
Let those titles be, but he was the one who soft- 
ened the way for free verse. No one talks much 
about Gangineni Venkateswara Rao now; is his 
contribution any less? In verse as well as prose he 
went berserk as an ambidexter. While Kundurti po- 


eticized the first phase of Telangana Revolutionary 
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Movement in a great poem, Gangineni made its later stage 
efflorescent in literary compositions of short poems. He went 
about Telangana villages, gathered the legends concerning the 
martyrs and made them aflutter as ‘Red Flags.’ Not only that, 
when song was the main vehicle for progressive poetry, Gangineni 
was one among the poets who bravely extended the road for 
free verse on a par with the status of long poetic composition 
and for this he is to be accorded his due place. This is a 
matter which literary historians should not be oblivious of. 


Pulupula Sivaiah was from Naragayapalem, just by Vinukonda 
but was often at Narsaraopet on tasks of building the Commu- 
nist Party. He was as vigorous a political activist as he was a 
talented poetic composer. At the very mention of his name, 
one can’t but remember the song, ‘Palanadu is an invaluable 
stretch of land.’ 


As Srinatha, the monarch of poets 
narrated Balachandra’s prowess in battle 
to Chandravanka, weaving yarns, 

its heart melted and flowed out 


and sprung down at Ettipotala in Palanadu. 


How grand is the fancy in these lines! This is a poetic line 
remembered by fanciful ones on viewing the place, where the 
stream Chandravanka springs down as the waterfall, Ettipotala. 


If only two hundred years’ history of Narsaraopet were to 
be recorded, don’t know how many extraordinary things worthy 
of being historicized would see light. Kolavennu Rama 
Koteswara Rao, founder. of the journal ‘Triveni’, and who made 
the flag of Andhra language and cultures flutter (and still mak- 
ing aflutter) in the horizons of universal learning is. from 
Narsaraopet. Akkiraju Ramapati Rao who undertook a com- 
prehensive research about Kandukuri Veeresalingam, is of 
Narsaraopet. Don’t know how many eminent ones are there in 
other spheres? 


I think it was only at Narsarapet, seeds for the tastes and 
thoughts I had formulated in my life were sown. I had my 
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studies of higher classes in the Municipal High School there. Sri 
Lanka Sitarama Sastry was a great scholar who taught us Telugu 
and subsequent to him another scholar, Bhagavatula Subba Rao 
taught us. Both of these could generate in me love of Telugu 
literature and regard for elegance of sounds. 


In 1949, I first saw volumes of ‘Anandavani’ in the Munici- 
pal library. In them, I read an article on the long poems of 
“Agniveena’ of Anisetty, ‘Twamevaham’ of Arudra and 
‘Vajrayudham’ of Somasundar published during the same year. 
` After that I bought the three books and read them. It was my 
first exposure to modern literature and I started liking it. 


In those days itself (1950) in the anniversary celebrations of 
the high school, I played a role in the fancy dress. competition 
in the presence of the then M.L.A., Kasu Brahmananda Reddy. 
By reading Tikkana’s ‘Nirvachanottara Ramayana’, which I got as 
a prize in it, I developed a liking towards classical literature. 


I tried to reduce into geeta (a type of metrical stanza) stan- 
zas one of my experiences in the High School Science Exhibi- 
tion held in the same year. I don’t remember any of those, but 
recollect only, ‘Suseela of pleasant, virtuous character said’, a line 
which does not rhyme with the syllable of the initial letter of 
a stanza. By this line, the level of the content can be inferred. 
Probably this might have been my first writing, and the passion 
for poetry began at Narsaraopet itself! 


At that time, during 1946-49, my paternal aunt’s son named 
Neerukonda Venkaiah was engaged in commission and insurance 
business at Narsaraopet and I studied sheltering myself in his 
house. He was interested in Ranga’s politics and was fond of 
them. But on someone’s request he got a copy of the Com- 
munists’ daily but never read it. I read it completely. I read 
news of the legends of Telangana struggle and of the staging 
of the play ‘Matrubhoomi.’ On the way from Ramireddy pet 
to the Municipal High School by Angel Talkies (then it was the 
only cinema hall there) was the Communist Party Office behind 
the government hospital. We often went there and practiced songs 
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like, “We are members of children’s society,’ and “We are sons 
of Mother India.’ I borrowed certain books from the office 
and read them. I struck up an acquaintance with the family of 
Kaza Subba Rao, an overseer, residing in the same line. It was 
a Communist family and I developed the habit of talking about 
Communist politics with them. I think it was in 1949. Their . 
son-in-law, Danda Narayana Swamy was the Communist leader 
of Chilakaluripet. He was then in underground. He used to 
be, now and then at his father-in-law’s house but did not go 
out often. Though in underground, due to the intimacy I had 
with family, he talked to me. He taught me materialism and 
atheism in a language I could comprehend. Later, the then 
Congress government killed him horribly in an encounter. For 
my outlook of dialectical materialism, Marxist leanings and re- 
lations with leftist politics, seeds were sown at Narsaraopet itself. 


In the high school of those days besides the aforesaid, 
Boppudi Venkata Rao, Annambhotla Suryanarayana, Kurangeswara 
Rao, who taught science in spite of being a Harikatha exponent, 
and N.C. Anjaneyulu, teaching geography in Rayalaseema dialect, 
were our teachers. What attention they paid towards us and what 
love and attachment they had towards us, cannot, even if ex- 
plained, be understood by the present generation. For example, 
Kurangeswara Rao’s wife did not have her meal unless she viewed 
the sun. She bathed half a dozen times a day with an appre- 
hension that she touched the defiled cooking utensil. Once I 
went to Kotappakonda with them. Such an austere lady fed me, 
a non-brahmin, seating me beside her and together with her 
children, in a choultry on the hill meant for Brahmins alone. 
Such were the bonds between a student and the teachers in those 
days! 


Narsaraopet which sowed seeds for the development of my 
individuality is the basic force for the march of my life. Grate- 
ful salutes for that. Salutes two hundred. 


Special volume on the Bi-centenary 
Celebrations of Narsaraopet, 1997. 
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AN EMINENT INDIVIDUAL AND 
MAGNIFICENT POET, 
NAYANI SUBBA RAO 


All those who wrote excellent poetry need not 
be good men. It is said, generally there is a con- 
tradiction between these two attributes. Finding these 
two in one may be rare, but not impossible. 
‘Nayanai Subba Rao was such a rare individual and 
a magnificent poet (1899-1978). Gaining his acquain- 
tance, living with him while he was transforming into 
a talented poet, his noticing the little poetry I wrote 
approximately at the same time, listening to his lit- 
erary experiences while walking with him in both 
the twilights, I consider to be invaluable experiences 
worth preserving for a life time. 


Here I do not use the word ‘magnificent poet’ 
as a technical one; I use it in the sense he wrote 
magnificent poetry. There is no need for the exist- 
ence of a single magnificent poet. Some magnifi- 
cent poets may exist during the same period. Such 
ones were there during the Prabandha age and even 
in the modern age, there have been such poets. 


When I studied in the Municipal high school at 
Narsaraopet (1946-1950), Nayani Subba Rao, was the 
Headmaster there. Then we had no awareness of 
his being a poet. Looking at him, we were afraid. 
Arms reaching the knees, and high statured, he was 
nicknamed ‘Ganaparam canopy’ by the students. 
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There is a Saivite holy place named Kotappakonda near 
Narsaraopet. Festivities take place there on Maha Sivaratri day. 
There is a practice of the people of the surrounding villages 
attending the celebrations there in groups in jubilation and enthu- 
siasm with multicoloured canopies built for the occasion. ‘These 
canopies vied with one another in decoration as well as height. 
People of Ganapavaram were always the foremost in the com- 
petition. The pilgrims evinced interest to have a look at it. 
Unable to withstand the forceful wind, sometimes such a high 
canopy used to crack down. Yet the people of the village have 
not given up the practice. This is the story behind this idiom 
of ‘Ganaparam canopy’ : 


Narsaraopet Municipal High School was in ‘H’ Shape of the 
bold English letters. The Headmaster’s room was in the middle. 
From whatever direction one went in, it was impossible not to 
be seen by him. A great fear to go late. He hailed such ones 
and sent them away after slapping. Not that one would have 
a hard blow, but the high stature, loud and husky chiding voice 


struck fear into everyone. 


Once I got on to the tamarind trees and fully stuffed the 
pocket with the fruits. While going to the class I received slaps 
from him. I still remember the incident. 


There was a practice of the Headmaster himself handling the 
class of any teacher on leave and teaching certain general topics. 
I hazily remember his pointing to the photos in one such class 
and telling, “He is Krishna Sastry, the other is Viswanadha 
Satyanarayana.” I was not that much advanced in age to have 
known about poets and poetry. 


Nayani Subba Rao’s academic specialization was history. He 
did his B.A., and B.Ed., with history as the main subject. Indian 
History written by him was prescribed for our study. 

Though my acquaintance with him was so old, I think it was 
only about 1958, after he reached Hyderabad on retiring, I 
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The writing of ‘Saubhadruni Pranaya Yatra’ and “Matru 
Geetalu’ was round about 1925-1935. Some time lapsed be- 
tween the printing of these two. Along time passed between 
the printing of these two. For a long time whenever there 
was a mention of Nayani Subba Rao, these two books were 
only cited. By Sri Sri’s writing in his ‘Prasa Kreedalu’ as 

Rayaprolu is a milestone 

Abburi is the place to quench thirst in hot weather 
A great yearning to read 

Saubhadruni Pranaya Yatra 

it can be known how, once ‘Saubhadruni Pranaya Yatra’ was 
eagerly and interestingly read. The year of its first impression 
was not there in the book. The one I found was the second 
impression of 1947, printed at Narsaraopet. Sometime between 
1950-52, the time I bought it, I read those stanzas aloud in 
great aesthetic frenzy. Though I read Anisetty’s ‘Agniveena’, 
Somasundar’s ‘Vajrayududham’ and Arudra’s “Twamevaham,’ prior 
to this, I think that it was only after reading ‘Saubhadruni Pranaya 
Yatra’, I developed interest in reading and writing poetry. Around 
1952, 1953, I wrote some stanzas on the model of love lyrics 
and sent them to ‘Bharati’ and they returned them at their own 
expense. Sometime later between 1957-58, the poetry I again 
practiced was printed in the then Swatantra. Yet, even then, I 
could not get out of Nayani’s influence in writing poetry, includ- 
ing the titles. 


I think, I got out of his influence in moraic metre and some 
other lyrics. The lyrics he wrote were few. He did not write 


moraic metre. Perhaps he might be the only romantic poet who 
did not write moraic metre! 


Though he wrote poetry now and then for some Poets’ 
Concourse of AIR., there was a long interval in Nayani’s poetic 
journey. In the preface to ‘The works of Nayanai Subba Rao,’ 
printed by Ajanta Printers, (1958) thinking his poetic journey 
ended, banstidsatinldisedaobheinolumesefnalaayacaliested, waks. 
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In the same volume is the under mentioned stanza as the last 
poetic piece. 

“Did the story end in Kanchi? 

Should the agonised narrator go home? 

Does it mean the thoroughfare of my 

Great, truthful poesy is closed? 


In this stanza, he felt as if his poetic journey ended, if not 
so, it might be his misgiving. It can be said, for about two 
decades he maintained a certain poetic silence. Though he wrote 
a few pieces now and then, they wouldn’t have given any sat- 
isfaction. Though ‘Bhagyanagar Koel’ (printed in 1966) was good 
as a humorous work, it cannot be considered serious poetry. 
But those stanzas are worth-reading as stanzas written by a mature 
poet. These can be considered the prelude and prologues to 
the poetic turn likely to occur later. Unemployment and finan- 
cial difficulties for a few days troubled him. Taunting his pa- 
tron God, Vasudeva, for his plight, between 1958-1962, he wrote 
“Vedana Vasudevam.’ These poetic pieces published in journals 
like Bharati, Yuva and Jayanti, were brought out in a book form 
in 1964. 


This is a self revelatory poetic composition of 108 stanzas 
divided into 12 equal parts without any restrictions of metre or 
refrain. This is an excellent addition to Telugu sataka literature. 


This sataka was composed during his stay in his elder daugh- 
ter, Krishna Kumari’s house. At that time I too happened to 
be there studying for B.A. degree or trying to complete it. 1958 
was the year when I actively wrote poetry. He used to go 
through my lyrical pieces published in Swatantra. Once he read 
the undermentioned piece, titled ‘Crystallized Memories’. 

Among the gems of earlier memories 
I gathered 

In the course of my life 

You'd be the crest jewel 


i ifyin the proper noun in it, he asked me about it. 
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He remembered the following lines 


Like candles alight 
Memories concerning you 
For ever lighten 

The inner layers of my heart 


of the aforesaid piece and said, “Fetch your stanza of candles 
and light them when there is power failure.” 


In our morning walks over Hussain Sagar bridge during a 
year, we talked of many literary matters! 


What valuable information would have been available to the 
present generation if all those were to have been recorded just 


at that time! But then this blockhead didn’t get such an idea 
at all. 


Round about the time after “Vedana Vasudevam’ was com- 
pleted, he started writing a masterly poetic composition titled 
‘Janmabhoomi’. The time spent for the composition of this was 
a little long. He said, the thing printed in 1970 was only the 
first part and the second part was still to be written. He seemed 
to have written some stanzas in the second part too. Subba 
Rao’s birth place was Podili of the present Prakasam District. 
It is a composition about a place with charming descriptions of 
the nature around and the legends thereof. In fact, it is a form 
of composition not subjecting to any definition. In this there 
are five parts named part of nature, part of tank, hill’s part, 
sakti part and Siva’s part. Its writing came to a halt even before 
the completion of the part of ‘Child’s play’. Examining this 
upto the printed part, this might be called landscape poetry in 
English! This is a great poetic conmposition in which the poet’s 
intellect fully bloomed. 


He had an only son named Mohana Rao, (1933-1968) who 
from childhood had more of a spiritual leaning. He was struck 
by a mysterious and incurable disease which destroys live cells 
and death swallowed him on August 28. Within a a of his 
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death, he wrote ‘Vishada Mohanamu,’ a long elegiac poem in 
225 madhyakkara classical metrical stanzas, printed in 1970, 


Nayani Subba Rao was the only one of the poets of the 
generation prior to me, whom I intimately knew. It was only 
he that I came across in whom lofty individuality and great poetry 
were combined. I feel it to be a great fortune to have known 
him so closely. When I recollect it, I am replete with a con- 
tentment that can light up the whole of my life. 


If contentment were to be mentioned, there is internal evi- 
dence among his works of his having run the life course in 
contentment despite undergoing many agonies. Look at the 
undermentioned stanza in ‘Vedana Vasudevam.’ 


‘I floated in the delightful, honeyed love of my wife 

I delighted at the acrobatics of my daughter’s extensive erudition 
All my home became fruitful, by your grace, my Lord! 

What else do I want here to enjoy in full, the bliss of family life” 


Nayani Subba Rao lived upto a mature age of about eighty 
years and ended his journey of life on July 8, 1978. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1992 October 5. 
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STREAM OF CONSCIOUSNESS 
IN THE MARCH OF HISTORY 


With the aim of understanding the modes of 
human life anthropological researchers fully observe 
a village and describe it. Not limiting to a single 
thing, they undertake a research of all matters like 
the extent of the village, geographical environs, ar- 
chitecture, vocations of men, social divisions, dress, 
language, ornaments, customs and practices, tools, 
beliefs and rituals and interpret them. Reports of 
our villages drawn by westerners are rarely found. 
Gidugu Ramamurthy observed the sora tribals and 
wrote some essays about their customs and prac- 
tices. Later he also wrote a grammar of their lan- 
guage titled, ‘A Manual of Sora Language.’ 


We have only a few books regarding our vil- 
lages, providing all the details about them and un- 
dertaking an extensive study of their history. We 
don’t know whether they exist or not. Such history 
would be useful in many ways. As Sri Sri warned 
us, 


This gueen's love lore 
Expenditure for that seize 
Particulars and purports 

This isn’t the essence of history 
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people have been rarely made. Of course, there are many natural 
hurdles for those. ‘Social History of Andhras’ written by 
Suravaram Pratapa Reddy with the aid of classical poetic com- 
positions, is still a standard book of history. There is another 
study named ‘History of Andhras’ written by Kambhampati 
Satyanarayana from the Marxist point of view. Barring these, 
we don’t have any books worth-mentioning. 


In fact, for such a study, local histories and village histories 
are to be prepared at first. C.P. Brown had this done to a 
certain extent. Some villages in Andhra have a distinguished 
history; not the villages grown into towns owing to politics or 
business. There are cities like Nellore, Ongole, Warangal, 
Masulipatnam and Kakinada and the like which at different times 
gained political importance and became prominent. Setting such 
things aside, there are some villages fully developed as part of 
the cultural efflorescence of the Telugu people. 


Among such villages, Veerulapadu, in Nandigama Taluk of 
Krishna district, is a village with a sensational history. A resident 
of that village named Patibandla Venkatapati, wrote its history 
of about two centuries. It, in the course of history, is called 
‘Stream of consciousness.’ 


Once or twice, this village was mentioned in the musings of 
Chera. 


The association I developed with his village by virtue of 
relationship, contributed for the blossoming of my literary per- 
sonality. The Seetharama library of that village is not consider- 
ably large, but many rare books of Andhra literature including 
the classics like the Ramayana and the Mahabharata were available 
there. Volumes of Bharati were there. As this village happened 
to be just eight kilometres away from my village near Madhira 
of Khamma district, I camped there often during the interval I 
got by failure in an examination and could fully utilize Seetharama 


library. There alone for the first time I got the opportunity to 
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turnover the volumes of Bharati. In that library alone I read 
the four cantos of Sutha Puranam of Tripuraneni Rama Swamy, 
printed separately. From that library itself I borrowed Enki 
Patalu and crooned them. The big gap formed in my studies 
in 1952 proved helpful for the blooming of my literary person- 
ality. 

My study of moraic verse began there only. Chava 
Ramalingaiah (1916-1986), who is not there now, taught me the 
intricacies of mutyala saralu, the moraic metre. The foundation 
he then laid proved helpful to me in furthering my study of the 
moraic meter with the help of linguistics. The literary discus- 
sions we had for hours on end, dining in their house itself when 
it was time for meals, have not yet faded from memory. 


In the village history, a poet named Janga Hanumaiah (1888- 
1947) has importance. He was a good scholar in Sanskrit and 
Telugu; a farmer poet. He wrote a masterly Telugu Prabandha 
named Satya Vivaham (Satya’s marriage) and a play named, Janaki 
Parinayam. Vasireddy Bhaskara Rao, the co-writer of the plays 
Mundadugu, (Forward March) and Mabhoomi, (Our land) studied 
Sanskrit and Telugu under this Hanumaiah only. 


This is the village of the inlaws of Ramaswamy. It seemed 
that Janga Hanumaiah had an intimate relation with Ramaswami’s 
movement. There was a great influence of Ramaswamy’s opin- 
ions on the blossoming of the ideas of this village. On the 
marriage pattern of Ramaswamy, many marriages with mere ex- 
change of garlands took place in that village. 


Vasireddy Kasiratnam, who let the opportunity of becoming 
a great writer go by and now actively participating in feminist 
movements is of that village only. She used to be a part of 
the Communist movements of those days there. She sang in 
the meetings and acted in plays. 


Women in Veerulapadu being in the fore front in movements 
and courting arrests when women of the surrounding villages 


shrank even from stirring out, is an example for the conscious- 
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ness of the women of the village. Freedom Fighter Suryadevara 
Rajyalakshmi (1914- ) is still actively participating in feminist 
movements. During the decade of 1950, she ran a paper named 
Telugu Desam. Around 1953, poet, Ajanta, was on the staff of 
the paper. It is not known whether the people running the 
paper with unsound finances and on subscriptions paid him 
properly or not. I remember, during the days I wrote poetry, 
some of my poems to have been printed in that paper. 


Vattikonda Rangaiah (1913- ) described by me as a bridge 
for romantic and progressive poetry, is of that village. Vattikonda 
Visalakshi, (1920- ) who wrote the long story, ‘Bharata Nari’ and 
became famous by its publication in Bharati, is the wife of 
Rangaiah. The progressive lyrics of Visalakshi were sung in the 
meetings of those days. Both of these practiced moraic metre 
extensively. I think information about her is there in the history 
of the lady writers being collected by the Hyderabad Investiga- 
tor. (Lalita and Susie Tharu). . 


Vasireddy Kanaka Durga who attained fame as a dancer is 
the daughter-in-law of that village. She proudly says her village 
is Veerulapadu. 


How many born and brought up in the village, sons-in-law, 
and daughters-in-law, became famous! How many battle-tested 
warriors of national movement, reformation movements and 
Communist movement it concealed in its womb! This village 
was largely mentioned in Puchchalapalli Sundaraiah’s autobiogra- 
phy. If you ask Kondapalli Koteswaramma, still in Bezawada, 
she will, interestingly recount the details of her moving in the 
village in the context of the Communist movement. 


At a certain time a lot of folklore about Veerulapadu was 
in circulation. It seems, the peasant of the village going home 
with the plough on shoulder, after tilling his land used to say, 
“I am returning after getting my land tilled!” The women of 
the neighbouring villages jealously spoke about the initiative of 
the middle class women of that village. The lands of the village 


uoted higher prices. The crops there were sold even before 
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they were to hand. Life style of that village was worth adopt- 
ing by villagers of the surrounding villages. Telugu spoken by 
the villagers without obscenities and slang was the standard for 
the neighbouring villagers. It was for a long time, the cultural 
centre of that area. 


Oranges, sapotas and mangoes from the orchards of the village 
were transported by baskets and yokes upto Madhira and 
Yerrubalem. (Parts of Nizam state). 


All this is past history. 


Together with the Communist movement, the splendour of 
the village too declined. No movements, no speeches, interest 
about studies lessened. The hotels in the village became centres 
for playing of cards. I don’t know about the prices but the 
lands ceased to yield good crops. People of a generation of 
that village migrated on a large scale to other places for liveli- 


hood. 


Certain dispiritedness enveloped those villagers and 
lustrelessness settled there; splendour moved away and enthusi- 
asm melted away. Now that village also is like other villages. 
It is an ordinary Telugu village with its brilliance dimmed and 
faded. 


Patibandla Venkatapathi, with numerous details visualised the 
erstwhile splendour and the later day decay of the village. In 
a book of 207 pages, he brought the stream of consciousness 
to a stand-still and showed it to us. Venkatapathi 
(1914- ) served as a Hindi teacher in the village. He wrote the 
book in a classical vein close to the style of the language of 
common parlance (This is a remnant of the style of by-gone 
times). 

This is a local history by a local man. He collected the entire 
information regarding the customs and practices, dress styles, 

_ crops, details of occupations, particulars about the prominent men 
there and their achievements, and compiled them into an 


encylopaedia of Veerulap 


adu. 
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I haven’t so far come across such a book in Telugu. This 
is a village with a brilliant history. Valuable information for 
constructing the social history of the Telugus, will be available 
here. If such books regarding all regions become available, ways 


for constructing an integrated Indian social history, would be 
paved! 


I do not mention this as a flash at the end, but the authori- 
ties of Telugu University refused financial assistance to this book. 
This is an excellent example of the great love they have towards 
the history of the Telugus. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1993 January 10. 


CCO. Vasishtha Tripathi Collection. Digitized By Siddhanta eGangotri Gyaan Kosha 


MEMORIES OF ‘SWATANTRA’ 


There are many, eminent as individuals. We do 
not lack great poets, and writers becoming famous 
by writing good poetry and living happily by the 


money earned thereof. But there are only a few, 


who did things to be remembered forever by theif 
race. It is not necessary to declare Gora Sastry, as 
a great writer, in a high voice. But it seems the 
present day youth are not aware of what he 
achieved through Swatantra. Though published as 
Telugu Swatantra from Madras or as Swatantra from 
Hyderabad, the force behind it was Gora Sastry. 


If a social historian can estimate properly, he 
would be able to recognize, what Gora Sastry 
achieved through Swatantra is more than what he 
achieved through his plays and stories. 


Special research can be undertaken on what 
Swatantra achieved in Telugu social life. I will merely 
mention here my opinions as a reader of Swatantra 
and a middle class man who developed certain tastes 
through that journal and not as a research scholar. 


The purport of the words, ‘The value of any- 
thing would only be known when it is not there,’ is 
true to the letter as regards Swatantra. After 
Swatantra ceased publication at least some of us 
could recognise what we lost at that time. As its 
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dearth still remains a dearth, we are still not able to forget it. 


While some of those who are today famous as poets in Telugu 
literary field attained such a status through Swatantra, some 
engendered through Swatantra. Those days Bharati had a sway 
as the only literary journal. But the domain of Bharati of the 
time was very narrow. Nori Narasimha Sastry, Boddu Bapiraju, 
Ayachitula Hanumat Sastry and the like contributed to it. The 
works we regard as modern poetry were rarely published in the 
Bharati of those days. For such works one had only to search 
Swatantra. Sri Sri’s Prasa Kreedalu saw light through Swatantra 
only. Arudra’s Twamevaham, Bairagi’s Nootilo Gontukalu, and 
Dasaradhi’s Rudra Veena -emerged through Swatantra. It was 
only through Swatantra, the entire Andhra Pradesh recognised 
Narayana Reddy. Nagnamuni of the present times came to light 
under the pen name ‘Sudha,’ through Swatantra. 


In those days, if a poem was published on a page next to 
the editorial of the journal Swantantra, the one who wrote it 
was reckoned a famous poet from the very next day. This I 
say, out of my own experience. Though I stopped writing poetry 
-twenty years back and forgot it, I am surprised at the people 
of my age still remembering me as a poet. It can’t but be 
agreed, that it is entirely the effect of Swatantra. I think, there 
should have been a lot of poetry published in Swatantra only 
and did not come out in any book form. The lyric Arudra 
wrote on “The Poet’ does not seem to have been printed any- 
where else except in this journal. One of the great elegies of 
Telugu literature remained in the pages of Swatantra only. . 


To pick which choicest pearls 

concealed under the whirl pools 

of the sea of words, the poet went away 

he wouldn’t come back and be espied 
Immediately on a word resembling 

a lightning striking the heart 

in the vein of a keen point of an arrow 
slashing the body, hot sighs in torrents rush out 


and concludes sayin 
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Is the dearth of the demise of sages gathering gems 
of words surpassing, riches, less! N-A-Y. 


“Where, Mother! are the yester year burnt palm leaves?” the 
parody of Arudra to Sri Sri’s lyric, “Where, Mother! are the 


yester year showered heaps of snow?” have remained in the. 


pages of Swatantra. 


My old friend Lakshminarayana, under a Muslim name, ‘Nafiz’ 
poeticised his dream sentiment, saying “The wind too is white”. 
I think, it was the only one he wrote. It was left over in 
Swatantra only. Stanzas of Mamunuru Narasimha Rao, and 
translations of Omar Khayyam’s Rubaiyats and lyrics like ‘Crys- 
tallized Memories’ of Dr. Sridevi, the Joint Editor of Swatantra 
who met an untimely death, were also left over in Swatantra 
itself. It needs no mention, my stanzas and lyrics were not 


published anywhere else. 


Sridevi’s name reminds me a certain a thing. There were 
days when her novel, Individuals Beyond Time was serialised in 
Swatantra. Thinking, the twenty five paise in my pocket wouldn’t 
be enough if I boarded a city bus, I walked from Domalguda 
to Abids and buying Swatantra, returned on foot. 


I was acquainted with the stories of women writers like P. 
Sarala Devi, Unnava Vijayalakshmi, Uma Devi and Turaga Janaki 
Rani only through Swatantra. 


Swatantra didn’t pay even a paisa to any one for the con- 
tribution. Journals which paid a trifling or some more, were 
not wanting then. By that time, Andhra Patrika as a weekly was 
famous for long. From 1952, Andhra Prabha, weekly, continued 
to be printed. From the beginning, these paid a little or more 
to the contributions. Yet the honour accorded to a writing 
printed in Swatantra was different. Writers evinced interest in 
sending them to Swatantra. 


By what I said till now, it may be thought, Swatantra was 
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Stories, poetry and literary articles were published. There were 
also political criticisms and interpretations. There were commen- 
taries about cinemas; there were also other articles not pertaining 
to any class and other articles too. Editorial and ‘Vinayaka’s 
violin’ were the special features of Gora Sastry. I think, Swatantra 
can be said to be a journal which was run, keeping the tastes 
of the middle class who entered and were entering city life in 
the Telugu land and had the habit of reading English and Telugu. 
If it was only to that extent, there is no need to say more at 
length. I think it also needs to be mentioned as a journal which 
formulated tastes. Whatever political opinions one had, they could 
be expressed in Swatantra. For any experiment made in a writ- 
ing, it was only Swatantra that was remembered. 


During those days, the dispute between Gali Sambasiva Rao 
and Kotagiri Viswanadha Rao about Gurajada crept into Swatantra. 
Aswani’s essays on international affairs and Turlapati Kutumba 
Rao’s essay on political matters used to be educative to middle 
class people. 


Disputes in Swatantra were very serious but never went beyond 
propriety. Sometime back I disputed with some over language, 
prosody and literature in journals like Bharati and Sravanti and 
the like. Looking back, I feel, probably I learnt from Swatantra . 
alone to dispute without recourse to rough language. The in- 
fluence of the arguments and the counters I read in Swatantra 
might be lying hidden in the layers of my memories! 


It would be a surprise when I ponder over and review them! 
Some of my present friends were acquainted through Swatantra 
only. Our Hari, Chalasant Prasad, Etukuri Prasad and “Nagnamuni’ 
acquainted themselves with me through Swatantra. Even Tummala 
Krishnabai recognised me through Swatantra only. 


I contributed to Swatantra particularly during 195658. I think, 
then there was a certain quiescence in Telugu poetry. Progres- 
sive poetry migrated to the cine field. The journal Abhyudaya, 
was revived but turned out to be sapless. Dasaradhi and Narayana 


eddy, ing romance and fiery things. 
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Though Kundurti talked of progressivism now and then he 
chiefly advocated verse libre. At that time, cherishing Sri Sri’s 
poetry, I wrote neo-romantic lyrics in a sentimental vein; any 
stanzas I wrote were full of Nayani Subba Rao’s usage, the same 
turns, and the same diction. Later I practicised moraic metre 
(mutyala saralu) and other types of moraic metre. 


During those days while I and our Lakshminarayana walked 
along from Nizam College to Abid Road, a cinema poster of 
a dubbed film named ‘Mahadevi’, was found. It was also printed 
that dialogues and lyrics were by Sri Sri and not resting at that 
they added, “Ramabhakta Hanuman Fame’ in brackets. Then ex- 
pressing anguish, “should the great poet of the New World be 
of ‘Rama Bhakta Hanuman’ fame?” I wrote a lyric in Swatantra 
requesting Sri Sri to rain down his arrows of writings week by 
week; the lyric introduced me to the country as a poet and 
earned for me the aforesaid friends. Varavara Rao read it in 
Swatantra itself and wrote an article questioning, “Instead of con- 


tinuing to look at Sri Sri with humble faces why don’t all of 
you write?” 


At the very mention of Swatantra, I can’t but remember Dr. 
P. Sri Devi. She bore much of the burden of Swatantra 
published from Hyderabad. She not only undertook the finan- 
cial responsibilities concerning the journal but even shouldered 
the editorial duties. Her novel, titled Individuals Beyond Time can 
be said to be the greatest of the novels published in Swatantra. 
Even today we cannot forget charcters of Indira and Kalyani 
of the novel. Sri Devi once told me that once or twice she 
wrote about a thing in a lyric and an article but soon after 
receiving my works on the same, she kept hers aside and printed 
mine. This is not recounted as a credit for me. But I recollect 
her noble mindedness displaying goodness, in spite of having a 
paper under her management. Today Dr. Sri Devi’s novel In- 
dividuals Beyond Time can be found in libraries only. I think a 
single book of her stories only had been printed. Stories and 


lyrics printed in Swatantra of Hyderabad were left over in the 


pages of Swatantra itself. 
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Now and then I come across persons who preserved 
Swatantra by getting them bound up. I also come across those 
who got the lyrics published in Swatantra bound up separately. 


I have not found either then or now editorials in any weekly 
equal to those in Swatantra. If one wishes to have editorials 
blending keen thinking and a vigorous language from then to 
the present, he should only read editorials of Swatantra. 


If anyone asks “What did Gora Sastry do for the country?”, 
there is no need to deliver a long speech; it would be enough 
if it is said Swatantra in a cryptic manner. 


Though not possible, even after some time it would be good 
if some persons undertake a task. If good lyrics, articles and 
stories from copies of old Swatantra were to be collected and 
printed as a volume of 500 pages, we would be considered as 
having remembered Gora Sastry’s contribution once more in the 
correct manner. 


Now, I mention still more explicitly. It was only Swatantra 
which moulded the thinking process of a generation. It taught 
us to think, question, to discuss in a healthy manner and to 
develop good taste. Swatantra weekly had a large share in moul- 
ding middle class citizens of a generation. Paying tributes to 
Swatantra in a grateful manner as a person of that generation, 
I salute Gora Sastry. 


Gora Sastry Felicitation Volume, 1979. 
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TIME IS NOT A CURRENT, ITS 
A MINE OF EXPERIENCES 


To readers of Chera’s musings habituated to lit- 
erary discussions, poctic critiques, language analyses 
and discussions about prosody, I am not in a po- 
sition to deliver any of those today. In the tumult 
of thoughts swarming now, I am not in a position 
to ponder about those matters. Time: the begin- 
ning days of November, 1990. place: Wisconsin 
University in the city of Madison, Occasion: Con- 
ference on South Asian Studies. 


I arrived as a delegate of Osmania University. I 
could not prepare in advance the paper to be pre- 
sented in the seminar But as I arrived a littler ear- 
lier I could prepare it sitting in the University Stu- 
dent Union building. 


Wisconsin Union building was constructed as a 
memorial to the soldiers who died in World War 
lI. This was raised for studies. This is by the 
Mendota \ake. There are lakes all around the city. 
Manona is another large lake. More than a quarter 
of a century has lapsed since I studied in this 
University. Moving through the University building, 
once again I could go back to those years. Just so, 
I could recollect those days in which I moved 
around in the Union building in the different sea- 
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For the first time, I set foot in the city of Madison on January 
24, 1962. Prof. Gerald Kelly, (1928-1987), who made all the 
arrangements for my studies in linguistics, took me from the air 
port to his house, made coffee for me and hurriedly went to 
hospital. The same day his wife gave birth to a female child. 


It was very cold in the city of Madison. Snow fall was also 
much. As I straight away landed like Barrister Parvatisam every- 
thing seemed to be pleasant and new. 1 looked through the 
window for hours together at the white fleeces of snow like 
flowers falling from denuded branches. These scenes were seen 
in pictures of Christmas greeting cards. When I ran into them 
in real life, emotion surged up. In the very nature of this place, 
there is excitement. Quickly changing seasons create an excite- 
ment in the mind and the body. Soon after summer sets in, 
students here. discard the clothing they put on till then and enjoy 
playing guitars and singing folk songs on the banks of Mendota 
lake, just close by the Union building. 


Here alone, famous linguist, Martin Joos, taught us. - He 
collected and published the American linguistic patterns of a time, 
together with his commentaries. Even today, not only those essays 
but even his commentaries are cited in linguistic discussions. 
Frederic Cassedy, who worked on Jamaican English taught dia- 
lectology. Without delivering any lectures and providing no 
definitions, Valdis Zeps, straight away made us practice writing 
of rules. Even today I still respect him greatly as a teacher 
who made us practice writing rules. He is still working there. 


I caninot forget Kelly who showed the way for the study of 
the features of Telugu language. One summer, he handled Telugu 
classes. I attended those classes and grasped his analysis. Think- 
ing in the same way, I could comprehend some more things 
about Telugu language. Recollecting sweet memories of Kelly’s 
teaching, I could not but experience the enveloping shades of 
sorrow. He passed away in December, 1987. 


During those days, Prof. G.N. Reddy, Adapa Rama Sen 
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was without monthly allowances. G.N. Reddy got an appoint- 
ment in Chicago. By that time, he obtained his Ph.D. degree. 
I was still to complete my degree. Then G.N. Reddy went to 
Kelly and spoke to him of my plight. Then he said, “I won't 
let him starve.” Recollecting his generosity, my eyes once again 
became moist. 


Whenever I recollect Kelly, I am reminded of certain things. 
He handled some linguistic classes. He never spoke in an 
obstinate manner to say that anything is definite and a certain 
thing is just so. It was only from him I learnt that truth can 
be either ways. His intellect was keen. But he did not put in 
enough industry. He explained the structure of Telugu sounds 
and numerous things spoken by many novices, as if they were 
newly expounding them. He used to say “They have rediscov- 
ered the facts.” When I go through some of the works written 
by some of the present day writers without reading the old 
ones, I am again and again reminded of what Kelly said. Robert 
King who studied along with us attained fame as a good his- 
torical linguist. He worked a lot on the historical transforma- 
tion of Indo-Germanic languages. Now he is in Texas Univer- 
sity. Stanti Starosta produced a thesis named ‘Lexi Case.’ He 
is in Hawai. He undertook research of Sora language and dedi- 
cated his thesis to Gindugu Ramamurthy who earlier to him 
wrote a grammar of that language. Later in an article to the 
book, Marosari Gidugu Rama Murthy printed by Hyderabad Book 
Trust, he said, roots for his theory are there in Rama Murthy’s 
grammar. Suzan Slovik who taught me French became a lin- 
guist. No one knows where Don Matson who wrote an article 
in English about Gurajada is (It is there in the commemorative 
volume by people of Delhi). Books of Telugu lessons written 
by him and G.N. Reddy are still found in Madison. Kenneth, 
going around mischievously till midnight and then making me 
cook for him saying, “I am hungry, give me something to eat,” 
Was not seen after 1965. John Leonard who did Ph.D. on 
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passed since Telugu University took his thesis saying they would 
print it. (Later it was printed). 


When I recollect those sweet experiences provided to me by 
teachers and friends keeping off the feeling of strangeness de- 
spite being in another land, my body tingles. True, all those are 
not there today. In place of the houses we lived in, some new 
buildings rose up. Moving briskly, with ice creams in hands and 
holding pepsi cola cans, a new generation is moving around the 
Union building. I know it is the march of the world. Yet the 
deep impressions made on me by the incidents in which I moved 
around day and night with friends of the old generation, swim- 
ming against time, once again revive the density of intense ex- 
periences. Walking a few paces ahead of the Union building 
and going left, State street is found. This city is the capital of 
this state. The Provincial Assembly is in the centre of the city. 
When I walked along that street, sounds as of the foot steps 
similar to those of the past time of twenty five years are heard. 


Old houses are not there. But in the undulations of the 
breeze wafted from Mendota lake and in the edges of 
multicoloured leaves of maple trees dropping down, the touch 
of old experiences, caress me. Time is not a current now, it 
is a mine of experiences. 


1990 November 18. 


CCO. Vasishtha Tripathi Collection. Digitized By Siddhanta eGangotri Gyaan Kosha 


MIND CHURNING EXPERIENCE 
IN THE CITY OF MADISON 


Heretofore I talked about the particulars of ex- 
periences twenty five years back in the city of Madi- 
son, a stretch of land between two lakes. In fact 
it was only for year and a half I was in the city at 
that time. Yet it was the pattern of the deep 
impression made on me by the novelty of the place 
and the intensity of the experiences. Last week I 
mentioned the fleeces of snow dropping down like 
flowers from the dry branches of trees. I saw them 
for the first time in the months of January-Febru- 
ary, 1962. I didn’t expect, I could see them this 
time in Madison. But to my great surprise when I 
looked through the window at day-break on No- 
vember 5, 1990, similar blossoms of snow were 
found falling from trees and adrift in the air. As 
I walked along the road, they caressed my body 
and engendered goose flesh in me. I felt as if na- 
ture gracefully wafted these for me. This time, I 
will speak of another experience, not about nature, 
but of human attitude. 


In the past, there used to be a biological research 
scholar named Vadlamudi Srikrishna in this city. He 
invited the newly arrived: Telugus to his house to- 
gether with the earlier arrived ones by turns and 
serving idlis, he provided an at-home atmosphere. 
He liked politics. He made us savour Telugu cuisine 
and heard Telugu politics recounted by us. 
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_ People travelling to distant lands feel as if their life has re- 
vived when they find people who can even to a certain extent, 


provide an atmosphere of their own region. One's mind frisks 
in joy then. 


There is a certain person now in Madison providing such an 
experience. He is known to all acquainted with Telugu literature. 
He is none other than Velcheru Narayana Rao, (Nara) the archi- 
tect of “The State of Revolutionary Poetry in Telugu.’ He teaches 
literature and folklore etc., in the University of Wisconsin. Of 
course, he doesn’t talk much of politics but can freely talk about 
Telugu literary and cultural matters. To those arriving to see the 
city of Madison, meeting with Nara is an experience. This ex- 
perience wouldn’t be tender at all times. Many a time, it would 
be rough, active and provocative to us. Unless we practice a 
lot, it would be difficult to be unprovoked. In fact, it is the 
same, he wishes. His motive is provoking Telugu intellectuals 
and to free them from their quietude by making them helter- 
skelter. Just for the same reason, Sometimes, he intentionally 
provokes. If he arrives in Andhra Pradesh, or if the Andhras 
arrive here, in particular to friends like me, this is unavoidable. 


The manner of his argument is greatly persuasive, it would 
be drawing our ideas towards his view. We can neither whole- 
heartedly concur with him nor would there be any subterfuge. 
He would mercilessly smash the marble idols we carefully pre- 
served for over a long period. We can’t say anything and for 
such helplessness, we can’t but be agitated. This is a wonderful 
experience. We can neither willingly embrace it nor run away, 


frightened. 


He says Veeresalingam is not a social reformer. He tells, that 
Gidugu Ramamurthy tried to impose the language of higher 
classes on the heads of all people. He feels, our intellectuals are 
not in a position to extricate themselves out of the mire the 
imperialists got us in. He opines caste is the slush smeared over 
our heads by the imperialist rulers. Our rationalists seem to be 
thinking modernisation and westernization to be one and the same. 


He hurls certain opinions as these at us. Leaving the truth and 
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the untruths of these aside, despite his being in America, he 
continues to think about India and matters concerning Andhra 
Pradesh. Probably, he would be thinking more seriously than 
we do. Perhaps, it might be due to this alone, if he were to 
be in Andhra Pradesh or if Andhras were to go there, he would 
be heaping opinions making us breathless and often would be 
levelling allegations too. 


He expresses dissatisfaction and impatience about the intellec- 
tuals of Andhra Pradesh. He says, the arrival of university 
scholarship dealt a blow to our tradition. He also says, even 
people in the posts of professors, cannot at least give meanings 
and summaries to the tough stanzas. He expressed anguish saying, 
in the research of our universities neither learning nor even new 
propositions are found. He says, our literary organisations and 
universities are to print fully corrected copies of the classic, long 
poems, not easily available to us. He says commentaries for 
those are to be written. He says, if this is not done before the 
generation of scholars who can write commentaries pass away, 
there is the danger of a great part of our classic long poems 
becoming uncomprehensible to us. 


Nara is not only confined to talk this way, but in his own 
manner is handing down Telugu literature to the world. A long 
time back, he had translated the novel Ha ha hu hu of Viswanatha 
Satyanarayana into English. The English translation of 
Nagnamuni’s Wooden Horse is ready. In its preface he discussed 
in detail the controversy it caused in the literary world. In the 
preface added to the Telugu version of Wooden Horse by Chera, 
Nara discussed in detail matters mentioned by Chera but dif- 
fered regarding some interpretations. His stanzaic translation of 
Dhoorjati’s Kalahastiswara Sataka in collaboration with David 
Shulman, was published by California University in 1987. His 
translation in prose of Palkuriki Somanatha’s Basava Puranam was 
published by Princeton University in 1990. The prefaces to both 
of these books have the status of special research treatises. To 
the volume of the modern Indian poetry to be published by 
Oxford University Press, he is supplying translations of Telugu 
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_ Until now, we have been clucking our tongues about our 
literature and enjoying ourselves. But Nara is endeavouring to 
place them on par with the books of the literature all over the . 
world. This is a thing to be known, enjoyed and complimented 
by all the Telugus. This is also a matter by which those who 
can translate be enthused. 


Many are thinking much about 21* century, estimating 20" 
century is one among them. Nara is thinking of estimating what 
Telugu literature achieved during this century and reducing the 
summary into a book form. He is engaged in a great endeav- 
our of collecting the best poetry of this century in a volume 
and to make it ready by 1995, with a detailed preface. He 
also expressed the hope, it would be better if such volumes are 
also prepared for stories and prose patterns too. He is assuring 
that he will take care of poetry and if any competent people 
can try, he would, on his part, extend whatever support he can. 
Nara says, there wouldn’t be dearth of money, if anyone un- 
dertakes good tasks which otherwise means that as regards the 
matter he can successfully try. 


It seems to be highly hopeful, while talking to him. But 
caught in family problems on returning to the native land, un- 
able to speak of things as they are due to the tangles created 
by the system, lacking courage to speak out what has been 
thought of, unable to convince the higher officials in whom 
selfishness and foolishness are jointly twined, silently grieving for 
the compromised life, and without any patience, I slip into my 
own nest once again. But Nara would not agree to this. He 
calls it artificial rationalization. May be! 


Whatever it be, to the Telugus going to Madison, meeting 
Nara is an unusual experience. It’s a mind churning experience. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1990 November 5. 
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EXILE IN THE CITY 
OF AUSTIN 


Madison City which moved two months forward 
in the transit of seasons bade me farewell on No- 
vember 5, with blossoms of snow and with rangolis 
of snowy rows over foot paths and verdurous 
meadows. Though the hoar winds of dawn sharply 
grazed the body, they engendered delight to the soul, 
as if even a taunt in disgust by endeared ones seems 
a treat to the ears. 


The destination this time was Austin, the capital 
of the southern province, Texas.. Though I set out 
in the morning due to changing of planes at two 
places, it got to 4.30 in the evening. Like a 
multicoloured landscape painting of Sanjeeva Dev, 
shining in variegated colours in the eventide sun rays 
Austin City’s forests, hills and dales, and meadows, 
welcomed me. Though I had been in the city in 
May 1984, to attend a conference, just this time I 
had the opportunity of enjoying in utmost satisfac- 
tion the beauties of nature here by devouring them 
with my eyes. In and around Madison, the cold 
already intensified and the leaves were dropping 
down. Here the leaves are still there on to the trees. 
Just then alone, the hues natural to the season were 


reading. 
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In this city was a couple viz., Arunakumar, son of 
Kambhampati, senior and Suseela, daughter of Mahidhara 
Jaganmohana Rao. As I rang up and told them in advance, 
they came to the airport and took me to their home. This city 
is located in very beautiful environs. We have to travel going 
up the hills and getting down into the valleys. But in the forest, 
there won't be any wild animals, except snakes and scorpions. 
Tt seems, deer are there, but they weren’t sighted due to a mizzle. 
Houses of this city are like hermitages in a forest, but equipped 
with all facilities, but no trillings of parrots and mynas were 
heard. Living in a forest in our country may be distressing but 
the exile in this modern American forest with all amenities would 
be delightful. 


From the glass walls of these hermitages, the sunrises and 
sunsets would seem beautiful. Rows of houses “sunk in slum- 
ber in the mountain valleys” (Krishna Sastry) in the shades of 
lights winking at night seem to be all the more beautiful. 


The delightful caress of nature causes a glowing sensation all 
over the body. Listening to Telugu songs, talking of Telugu 
literature and offering interpretations while listening to Telugu 
poetry in such an atmosphere is a rare experience, a magnificent 
experience illuminating the mind. 


When I listened to the songs of ‘Malleeswari’ in such an 
atmosphere, new purports in Krishna Sastry’s poetry came to 
light and new beauties were espied. As apparent examples to 
Roman Jakobson’s word ‘poeticity’, in the usage of the words 
in Krishna Sastry’s songs ‘mellifluous sounds of flute at a dis- 
tance’ and the tenderness in the fancy ‘as a night without day- 
break’ and ‘as an inarticulate stone’ was noticed. 


I now know why I liked when Aduri Satyavati Devi said, 
‘the night, like a stone, wouldn’t move, the mind vibrates like a 


string! 
I think ‘Krishna Sastry’s ‘colour, taste and smell’ are similar to 
Jakobson’s’ poeticity. These might be manifest through the se- 


colection ef words combination and in the method of fancying. 


Tripathi Collection. Digitized By Siddhanta eGangotri Gyaan Kosha 


40 Crystallized Memories 


To enjoy a certain composition, it alone wouldn’t do, the 
atmosphere, the mental state for grasping are also needed. I 
think our understanding of a poem depends on these. Picking 
up the book Vaitalikulu once again and reading ‘Andha Bhikshuvu’, 
‘Suptastikalu’, was pleasant. When we read the under mentioned 
last lines of the stanzas titled ‘Palanquin’ 


the violin of love is the palanquin 

spring laden vine is the palanquin 

the bend of the rainbow is the palanquin 
the bough of sweet dreams is the palanquin 


we can’t but respond. It had been more than half a century 
since the writing of these stanzas. The chain of romantic images 
making us oblivious of its being a feudal matter, still hold in- 
terest. Listening and engaging in poetic discussion over ‘Karpoora 
Vasantha Rayalu’ of Narayana Reddy in the form of record is 
another experience. Cinare’s Karpoora Vasantha Rayalu is a drink 
concocted by his blending of mellifluous sounds with the mas- 
terly craftsmanship of the poets of the Prabandha era and the 
tenderness of the romantic poets so as to taste like a modern 
poetic composition. Saying that certain ‘isms’ are found in 
Viswambhara of Cinare many are inclined towards this philo- 
sophical long poem, but so far I am concerned, I am irresistibly 
drawn to Karpoora Vasantha Rayalu, only. 


Kambhampati (Mahidhara) Suseela, along with me studied 
M.A., Telugu in Andhra University. It is not known if she wrote 
anything to be treated as literature but has a sensitivity of re- 
sponding to literature of high order. She has also the art of 
speaking meaningfully and interestingly. She speaks good prose. 
Talking about Telugu literature some thousand miles away from 
Telugu region, is an exciting experience. Flying back to thirty years 
of time is a strange experience. Her opinion is that the present 
day language of literature instead of extending is becoming 
narrow. If one reads the recent Telugu works he will feel this 
to be true. If this state is agreed upon, the reasons can be 


found out and | the remedies 190, canbe found, hack okir 
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terest in the study of old literature may be said to be one of 
the reasons. One need not be surprised if he comes across 
those who may ask why classical literature is to be read. To 
say, that literary language is to be confined to the language of 
common parlance, is only to contract the power and the wealth 
of language. Expansion of language alone is the advantage of 
written language. Literature on the one hand and science on the 
other, utilize this advantage. Only those languages which utilize 
such advantages are developed languages. 


Texas University is located in Austin City. Andrei Soburg 
who undertook research about Telugu language is here, it was 
not possible to meet her, but I came across Robert King who 
studied along with me in Wisconsin. Once we taught Historical 
Linguistics and Generative Grammar written by him and pre- 
scribed for study. We used to discuss Rule Insertion, written by 
him, some twenty years back. Then, he was writing some other 
book (perhaps like me). He gave me the essays ‘Nehru and 
Language,’ ‘Karl Marx on India,’ ‘West from India,’ ‘The Odys- 
sey of Sirmmelliam Jones’ written by him. I can’t say much 
about them but can only say, they are interesting to read (there 
are many instances of the word ‘interesting’ used in an extraor- 
dinary manner) in English. 


Most surprisingly, unexpectedly and suddenly, Rodney Mogue, 
my blind friend met me. Along with me, he studied linguistics 
in Wisconsin University. I would have no satisfaction, if I don’t 
say at least something about him. 


Once he invited me to his house in Madison in 1962, and 
served me Indian dishes which he himself cooked. If we know 
what he achieved, we would understand what life is. Those 
days itself, he earned his livelihood playing music in hotels. Once, 
probably in 1985, Kenneth Thurne took me with him to listen 
to his music. Now he is teaching Malayalam in Austin. He 
wrote a book on teaching Malayalam language. Though not 
famous in the true sense, he wrote research papers on linguistics. 


He lives alone; his wife Rachel had been divorced from him. 
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He uses computers, writes fast in Braille script, types fast and 
went round many nations of the world. He has radio contacts 
with many places. Words wouldn’t be enough to describe the 
life he leads living alone in a house, cooking and shopping by 
himself, teaching language and supervising research scholars be- 
sides his own research. Recently he has undergone a surgery. It 
seems like the saying “It is amazing” in English. No despair 
whatsoever. He lives very healthily, laughing in delight, making 
others laugh. Cracking jokes on himself and jesting at those with 
him. What is meant by meaningful and hopeful living, is to be 
learnt by observing him alone. 


On November 6, Rodney took me to his house. A thing 
which couldn’t be achieved for a long time, was achieved that 
day. 

We traced the whereabouts of Dan Matson and Susan 
Willarson, unseen and in hiding somewhere for about twenty five 
years. Both of these were sometime back, a couple, now di- 
vorced from each other and living in the same city. “You know” 
she says very transparently! “We don’t live together any more, 
but we are good friends.” I don’t know why Indian couples 
remain foes till the end of lives! Probably the reason might be 
financial inequality. Other cultural issues might probably be there! 
Dan and Susan live separately in Corbundale city in the state of 
Illinois. Both of them obtained degrees in linguistics. He is 
engaged in some business and she is working as a librarian. 
Emotion welling in both of us (Rodney and 1) talking to those 
two, hundreds of miles away, over the telephone as if talking, 
sitting in the drawing room, is unimaginable. It is a great 
experience, inexpressible in words. 


We recollected each of those known to us name by name. 
These do not know, Prof. Gerald Kelly and Prof. G.N. Reddy 
‘passed away. Dan did his Ph.D. under Prof. Kelly, probably, the 
first doctorate under Prof. Kelly’s supervision. (I’m the second 
one) Dan wrote Telugu Readers in collaboration with Prof. G.N. 
Reddy. They are still in use in Wisconsin University as Reddy 
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& Matson Readers. Talking to them seemed like invoking those 
in the other world. Didn’t know what changes occurred in 
each of these. The same voices, the same pattern of words, 
just the same tenderness and just the same mutual affection. How 
intimate were the questions they asked me, saying “Has your 
hair gone gray?” “Have you put on more flesh?” The little French 
I learnt (still left) was taught only by Susan. I still remember 
Susan fighting for me in the dialectology class of Frederic Cassedy. 


Valdis Zeps, was the lecturer in linguistics who then enthused 
us. Not that he taught the lessons enchantingly! He used to get 
data from sundry languages and hurling it at our faces, asked us 
to write rules. It was about 1963 when we had no idea at all 
about a rule. Zeps is famous for his writing of Latvian gram- 
mar in collaboration with Morris Halle, sometime back. I was 
taken aback when Susan commenting that she was not writing 
then, tersely expressed a great truth of life condensing it into a 
small metaphor, “We all burn out, don’t we?” It is a haunting 
truth. 


These would, probably, never meet me. We talked together 
over the phone for more than an hour and a half. I have an 
illusory feeling that such moments of exchange of hearts might 
be eternal. The interest evinced by Rodney in getting hold of 
the whereabouts of old friends, is boundless and his persistence 
is astounding. What I couldn’t achieve when I came here in 
1984, was achieved because of finding Rodney. Rodney’s friend- 
liness is of such an intensity. His perseverance is so staunch. 
When I look at Rodney, his stead fastness, his outlook of life 
and his successes, it seems to me, men like me often subjected 
to despair and frustration are the handicapped, but not he. 


The weather of Austin suddenly changed. All through 
November 7, the sky was overcast. The whole of November 
8, the weather turned inclement. In a manner, never heard of 
heretofore (so they say) it rained all day. Streams were swollen 
and lakes were filled to the brim and brooks ran with gurgling, 

causing, sounds. When it stopped for a short time, we walked 
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along the tortuous paths winding through hills and glades, we 
watched the brooks, rivulets, hills, dales and lakes which turned 
a feast to the eyes and were back home; Lake Travis, a large 
lake, was the prominent among them. , 


My mind soaked in rapture of the satisfaction that I could 
not only speak to friends with whom I lost contact for thou- 


sands of days and who remained at a distance of thousands of. 
miles and about whom I lost all hopes of finding but for also 


meeting friends sighted and enjoying their hospitality and cordi- 
ality. The same feeling overpowered me during entire four days 
of my stay there. Perhaps, nature in the environs of Austin 
City would have also turned rapturous in sympathy with my 
temperament, so Austin City which warmly welcomed me bade 
a rapturous farewell to me on August 9. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1990, December 2. 
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EKPERIENCES ALONE 
ILLUMINE LIFE 


Americans accord the same importance for the 
preservation of the beduty in nature as that of 
technological development. By that reason alone the 
modern hermitages of Austin City, the lake shores 
of Madison City, the sea shore of Los Angeles, 
waterfalls, hillsides, brooks flowing through the 
valleys, withstood civilization and still continue to 


delight us. 


The newspapers say, American economy is not 
so sound now. But they say, these ebbs and tides 
are natural in the capitalist economy. 


A change now discernible in America is the 
increase in the number of Asians. In the past there 
used to be one or two Chinese hotels in Madison 
City. Now, Thailand, Vietnamese, Japanese and 
Indian hotels are also seen. 


The number of Indians among the immigrants 
has gone up than of sometime back. During the 
period of my study (1962-66) life seemed to have 
revived if a single Indian was seen in a street. 


Coming across a Telugu man was unusual. Here 
and there, were a few Telugu families. If a family 
were of an amiable type, they used to prepare idlis, 

copra chutney and yellow rice etc., and invite 
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those living alone and serving them these, drove away the 
dreariness. When I studied in Madison, one Sri Vadlamudi 
Srikrishna did so. Later when I went to Cornell University, we 
were the only Telugu family there. Now, everywhere, many 
families are found. 


Now a new generation has come up here. Their future is 
yet to be decided. These don’t have roots in India. The culture 
of the land they live in, is not theirs. I hope, they would 
formulate a mixed minority culture of their own. As of Afro- 
Americans, Sino-Americans, just now, an Indo-American culture 
is in the crucible. We can’t as yet say what would be its features. 
Full work for cultural observers! 


Let us call those living here for about thirty or thirty five 


years, the first generation. They are happy by securing important . 


jobs. They have their roots in the old culture and branches in 
the new culture. They have the knack of consciously adjusting 
to both the values. They cultivated respect to the old values 
and patience towards the new ones. Though worried about the 
cultural transformation of their children of the new generation, 
they are those prepared for the change. 


Between the old and the new generations, there is an 
intermediate one. In fact, this is not even a new generation, an 
admixture of the individuals of some generations. They would 
be about thirty to forty years of age. These have neither interest 
about the old generation values nor the art of extending into 
_ the new generation values. I think they are freed from the old 

and are not exactly concerned about the new. Some conflicts 
are found in their lives. 


These are just like all those arrived for a happy living, but 
the expected happiness is not at hand and the reasons for it are 
numerous. In the past Americans used to invite people of other 
nations. I think now envies and jealousies have risen. Those 
who are successful in this conflict are happy and those who are 
not, undergo mental tensions. To be clear, we shall consider the 


condition f sqme,, AAs we ans QDlY, apenn donit hrema 


igen insect aina 


kaama 


Experiences Alone Ilumine Life 47 


we shall not bother about the names of cities and towns. For 


the purpose of names, we shall talk of them by certain assumed 
names. 


In a city, there are Krishna Murthy and Parvati. Krishna 
Murthy is a scientist and did considerable research. Till recently 
he did good research on insects and animals; now is conducting 
research about human beings. The complication is, he changed 
the fields of research. In all, he did good research. Altogether 
many research papers are there. From the point of any particular 
field, they wouldn't be enough. Therefore, there is no job security. 
Parvati too, is educated, has learnt to operate computers and 
secured a job; there are possibilities of promotions in the 
profession. “I can’t bear this insecurity, we will get back home,” 
says Krishna Murthy. At such times patriotism also surfaces. In 
view of better prospects for her, Parvati says, they should stay 
there alone. Conflict between the insecurity of Krishna Murthy 
and the possibilities of better prospects for Parvati! What advice 
can we tender as regards their problem? 


There is another couple. This is a Radhamadhaveeyam (of 
course, not real). Radha is a green card holder. (The document 
according permission for living in America without a time limit, 
as per its colour is called green card.) She married a highly 
educated man of her native land. She first went to America 
and made all the arrangements for him. She converted her bank 
account into a joint one, bought a car and sent for him. But 
he continued to be cool towards Radha. Unable to understand 
this mentality, Radha carried out an investigation and found the 
reason. Madhava developed affinity with another lady in the 
native land. 


Radhamma was not highly educated; has no higher degrees; 


_ Was earning a few bucks, employed in a small post. What does 


it matter? Self-confidence instilled by living on her own and the 
courage brought about by the problem confronted, toughened 
Radhamma. Understanding the problem wisely and thinking 


logically, she confronted him. He was a cent per cent Indian 
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husband, his wife should be chaste, and should render him 
services. Radhamma wasn’t a feminist; she doesn’t even know 
what is feminism. But she comprehended the lessons taught by 
life. She also got hold of the courage that the same life provided 
her. If needed, she said, she was prepared to break off 
immediately. Perhaps might live together, or even be separated. 
To me, it does not seem to be so important. Radhamma got 
the courage to face any situation, her individuality developed up- 
-to such an extent. For me, that alone seems to be an element 
to be noted. 


At another place I came across Vimala and Buchi Babu. She 
was American Vimala and this man was Telugu Buchi Babu. 
Raising a house (let us say buying a house) they live together. 
Buchi Babu smokes cigarettes; cigarettes do not agree with Vimala. 
For that reason he doesn’t smoke in the house. Buchi Babu is 
fond of beer; Vimala does not like it. He doesn’t take beer 
at home. Not that it is unknown to Vimala. These are the 
adjustments they made for the continuation of married Ifie. 


She doesn’t like the habits of her husband. She can’t bear 
but she would overlook. She would, in the midst of troubles, 
stand by him. This American Vimala is an answer to some 
wrong conceptions our people have about American ladies. 


As I went round many places within the month of my stay 
I could see many people and could spend time with old friends 
and could see new people. No need to mention education and 
avocation. It is lucky to get an opportunity to understand the 
struggles in life more valuable than the above two. 


These experiences alone illumine the life. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1990 December, 9. 


The aforesaid Parvati, Krishna Murthy are still in Los Angeles. 
Radha and Madhava were divorced within a few days. 
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JIGS OF BEAUTIFUL 
‘KANDA’ STANZAS IN THE 
SEMINAR ON TRANSLATION 


By the bounty of the University Grants 
Commission, in the recent times, plenty of money 
is available for seminars. Conducting seminars is an 
art, it cannot be mastered by all. Presenting a paper 
alone wouldn’t be the criteria for the success of the 
seminars; there would be many more. A seminar 
was conducted once when Andre Martine (a great 
French linguist) visited the Punjabi University in 
Patiala. It was Gill who conducted the seminar. 
When he visited Delhi on some work he extended 
an oral invitation to me to attend the seminar. I 
said, I couldn’t prepare a paper within the short 
time available and I couldn’t attend. For it he said, 
“Who cares for your paper. We will give you good 
food and accommodation. You can meet people.” 
Not resting at that he generalized them and said, 
“All seminars are get-togethers.” Though this is true 
to a certain extent, there would be some direct 
effects and some more indirect effects by the 
seminars. 

All do not write excellent papers for the seminars. 
Most papers would be dull. Some ordinary matters 
would be garnished by veils of high sounding words. 

AAA IA By stringing the best words, some practice very well 
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the art of deluding that what they say are scientific matters. Some, 
by reading pages after pages of trash without any matter, gorge 
the minds of those hearing, with forks. But amidst all these, 


serious intellectuals who are thoughtful, fling flashes of opinions.. 


Those influenced by those would engender some more new ideas. 
This might happen immediately. Even after the seminar, under 
the influence of these ideas, some more new ideas might emerge. 
Just for this reason alone seminars are advantageous. Seminars 
are good instruments for the flow and propagation of ideas. 
Though the printing press made rapid strides, it cannot reduce 
the value of dialogues. 


In some seminars there would be a keynote address to be 
delivered by a senior scholar who is an expert in the subject. 
The influence of a certain address would be diffused and mixed 
up in all the deliberations of the seminar. In this seminar, Prof. 
Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy, Vice-Chancellor of the Central 
` University of Hyderabad, delivered the keynote address, not in 
a token manner, but in a serious manner. Among the intellectuals 
who generate new thoughts, Sri Krishna Murthy, is of the first 
order. As hoped, there were flashes of new thoughts in his 
keynote address. He said, translation of prose between sister 
languages is easily possible and there would not be much difficulty 
in translation as there are similarities in construction and cultures 
between the Indian languages and cited the examples for the 
same. 


He also said that the two languages between which translation 
of scientific and technical literature goes on uninterruptedly, can 
be considered developed languages. This is an interesting 
parameter for identifying the development of a language. 


His address went on thus, with many valuable ideas. But in 
the midst of the address Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy burst a 
cracker. He said, translation of poetry is impossible. He cited 
numerous examples from the poetic translation of Dhurjati’s 
‘Kalahastiswara Satakam,’ by Velcheru Narayana Rao in 


Gallaboxation smith dais: Americans fiend This mood. dominated 


tice 
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both the days, in and out of the seminar as well. After the 
seminar, even while going up a hill, Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy, 
did not give up his argument. Even while the car crawled up 
the hill negotiating the tortuous bends, he read the stanzas, “which 
Veda was read by the huntsman?” “Warts developed by the nail 
tips of the strumpet,” “The rulers are tipsy serving them 
resembles sojourn in hell,” “Abhors, yet doesn’t abhor,” and cited 
them by contrasting them with the translations. It seemed, he 
was troubled by a feeling that some injustice was done in the 
English translation. Therefore, the next day too, in a meeting he 
tendered the advice, not to translate poetry. But Subrahmanyam 
and I did not concur with this argument. With the aid of 
translations from Telugu into English, we gave a reply to 


Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy. 


Talking about problems of translation, I differed with 
Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy. I argued as old poetry is mixed up 
with religion and culture, its translation becomes difficult and as 
the modern civilization is leading human thinking processes 
towards a single front translation of modern poetry becomes 
easy. Due to the utilisation of all opportunities provided by 
language, translation of poetry is difficult, was Bhadriraju Krishna 
Murthy’s contention. As verse libre gave up metre and is freed 

` of the fetters of sounds, and there is similarity between languages 
as regards grammatical matters, prose verse is amenable to 
- translation and I cited examples from prose verse in English 
and elaborated it. But there would always be differences between 
cultures and to that extent the problem is to be inevitably 
confronted in translation and the line, “my soul akin to the peacock 
feather preserved in the text, resembling the flower-twined hair 
plait and silk skirt donned in childhood” from Nirmala’s “Wounds 
on the Move,’ translated into English by Vegunta Mohan Prasad, 
was cited. Most of us came to an agreement that in such 
contexts there is no other way except indicating through notes. 


Besides some serious matters, some pleasant happenings along, 
side lighten the minds of the members and provide delight. As 
part of it Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy and Budarayu Radhakrishna 
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cracked many jokes on my defending of ‘by’ in the passive 
sentences. They did not rest at that. As in the following Kanda 
stanza, (a type of metrical stanza). 


With Rama Rao’s acquisition, 

‘by’ for transitives got confirmed in Telugu 
despite our smacking the crowns of heads 
he wouldn’t give up his argument 


Budaraju Radhakrishna, played upon words. Thus there was 
a flood of Kanda stanzas. 


Besides this, another quaint thing happened. As there was no 
time for the paper I was to submit on translation of poetry, I 
tried to skip it off in a meeting presided over by me. But he 
said, it shouldn’t be. Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy, through the 
under mentioned stanza 


Saying there’re ideas 

great and valuable, you raised our 
curiosity, if you expound 

them, it would be good Chera 


and Budaraju Radhakrishna sent, the following stanza on to 
the dais where I was seated. 


Chekuri Rama Rao 
won't you speak in valuable sentences 
about the trends of translation 


in a manner pleasing to the seminar. 


Besides presenting papers at the seminars, Bhadriraju Krishna 
Murthy and Budaraju Radhakrishna, have the pastime of amusing 


with the composition of stanzas. 
All rejoiced at Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy’s obliviousness of 


everything and mingling with all, laughing and bubbling in delight.. 


At the concluding session of the seminar, Kusuma Kumari, Head 
of the Telugu Department of Mahila University, said, an 
additional value was accrued to the seminar on translation by all 


the senior scholars conducting themselves in.such, a, manner- 


—— 
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Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy composed the following stanza, 
appreciating Narasimha Reddy. 


Inviting many scholars 
for discussion of translation problems 
you grandly conducted the excellent seminar 


While presenting a paper in the seminar is an accomplishment, 
the flood of stanzas is yet another accomplishment. The Tirupati 
Seminar on translation testified, that mere presentation of a paper 
does not count for a seminar and a seminar would attain 
consummation only when all these are amalgamated. 


Qhera’s Musings, 
1991 May 8. 


Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy and Budaraju Radhakrishna 
mentioned in the article are not only well-known linguists but 
also well-versed in weaving poetry of a high order. 
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LITERARY TRIPS ARE NECESSARY 
FOR HEALTH 


Though at first it would be uninteresting to move 
out of the living place for attending literary meetings, 
later it would be refreshing and rewarding. Even 
getting out of the mega city in which there is little 
of pure oxygen’ needed for sustaining life, would 
be great relief. Of all the places, stepping into 
Konaseema where beauties of nature are heaped up, 
is a celestial delight. Even life extinct resurges. Not 
only resurges, it would get into an entrancement, 
gambols in ecstasy. Not only the trees, the water, 
the sky there, but even the breeze gliding in ripples 
seems to be frisking in verdancy. The universe seems 
to have anointed itself with verdure. Added to this 
‘the Godavari coursing like the Veda,’ (Arudra’s 
comparison) would be as if verdurous consciousness 
is conjoined with warm profundity. The caress of 
experience of enrapture on viewing nature near 
Razole in Konaseema lately (1991, October 12, 13) 
and for the first time, still strikes green to my eyes. 


Chera, agitating day and night for prose distinct 
from poetry, now and then slipping into poetic 
mood isn’t unnatural at all. As readers of Chera’s 
Musings understood this, it isn’t quaint in any way. 


Getting down to factualities, recently I had the 
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from ‘Sahiti Sravanti’ of Razole. Temporarily I was freed from 
the university factory and got the chance of fleeing away for a 
few hours from the pollution of the city and had the fortune 
of getting somewhat close to mother nature’s lap. This is the 


backdrop for this delightful prolixity. 
Reining in poetry for a while, we shall get into prose. 


There is a ‘Sahiti Sravanti’ in Razole, where there is a medico, 
Dr. Raja Kumari. She is by temperament, a writer and a lover 
of literature. This Sravanti has that doctor's patronage. It seems, 
these days its meetings are not held very often, but until a few 
days back every month, a literary meeting was held. The literati 
of A.P. with a considerable repute some day or the other would 
have got invitation of this ‘Sahiti Sravanti’ and would have enjoyed 
the hospitality of that doctor. 


This time, it was my turn. “What factors are helpful to poetry 
for transformation into poetry,” was the theme of my talk. Some 
display needless fretfulness against linguistics but the audience of 
the place listened to the elements of language I explained, more 
attentively than their counterparts in Hyderabad. 


They participated in the discussion after the talk, in a very 
interesting manner asked for elaborations and posed questions. 


I have no intention of dilating the readers with the particulars 
of my talk, but there is the necessity of mentioning a certain 
thing for the sake of an interesting incident. In my talk, I said 
men have needs beyond material ones and though language was 
formulated for general needs, use of language occurs beyond 
these and it is the source for the origin of literature. I said, the 
use of proverbs, idioms and comparisons in ordinary talks is 
only with the literary point of view. An incident for prqving 
it to be true, has happened. 

M.S. Suryanarayana, known as the poet of ‘sound,’ runs a 
medical shop as a pastime, and goes round writing poetry, 
inhaling poetry along with the air and twining poetry in the air. 
His sister, „describing, the dro ot the woltage.of ¢ eet 
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their house said “To find out whether the lights in our house 
shed enough light we can do so, only by switching on a torch 


light,” in a certain type of eastern dialect and regaled the audience. . 


This is an illustration suited to what I theorised! It proved that 
poetry is found even in ordinary conversation. 


Something is to be related about Dr. Rajakumari of the place. 
She wrote some novels and got them printed. It is not known 
whether it was printed or not, but she wrote some poetry too. 
She liked to talk about literature and I liked to know about 
medical science. In the course of our conversion the poem 
‘Abortion Statement’ written by Patibandla Rajani came up. All 
types of feminists argue that ladies should have the right to 
abortion. Previously when I wrote about Rajani’s poetry, I agreed 
with the demand and cited examples. This doctor talked about 
some abortion cases she confronted. She convincingly argued 
that there is the danger of the misuse of this right. I got a 
doubt that I might have to change my opinions, after hearing 
what she said. In that context, she gave me her poem, ‘A Child’s 
Lament,’ asking me to read it. (did not read it out to me.) 
Discussion of the poetic sculpture in it are not that important 
for the present. To know the sensitive feelings of a doctor 
with a literary touch, I will quote some lines from the poem in 
which she described the abortion process. 


“Listening to the sounds 

of mother’s blood circulation as background 
music and exulting 

bathing in the lake of amniotic fluid 

passes time happily 

all on a sudden is startled 

some ruffians 

enter her kingdom” 


The lady doctor feels as if the baby, observing this, questioned, 
“You wretch, who gave you the right to sunder me from my 


ashore cnihOtbahecladyi dastarcneplicaiasnincthegbollawcing.diges- 
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“No, no, I'm merely an instrument 


though I perpetrated this, your mother’s the real perpetrator 
and the government aids” 


But the baby by that time is dead. The lady doctor pines 
away that there has been no Opportunity to repent for her sin. 
The agony she had undergone as a lady doctor was recorded 
in this poem by the poetess. Looking back, I get a doubt 
whether J levelled an unnatural (cruel) criticism unable to properly 
identify the feelings expressed by Rajani in the ‘Abortion Statement: 


I came across Kopparti, writing poetry for over a decade. 
When I listened to some poems from ‘Lay Sung by a Bird’ (his 
volume of poems) in his own voice, most of them seemed to 
have been understood, chiefly, the poem “Hunger isn’t abstract’, 
The picture drawn by ‘Kalla’ for it was thought-provoking. I 
don’t know whether ‘Kalla’s pictures can convert an unpoetic 
thing into poetry, but it can be said, they can scintillate poetry. 


I don’t know whether he is a student of Kopparti, but a 
fresh young man in soft moustache named Sukumar who passed 
B.A., was found. He read out the poem ‘Between True and 
Dream worlds.’ Mixed metaphors, abstract comparisons, and 
extra terrestrial thoughts usually appreciated by Chera were in 
plenty, His poetry runs in the following vein. 


“Tm the denuded tree 

that shed every leaf, turned into an invitation for the spring to arrive 
by the time of your arrival travelling along 

the waiting line drawn by my eyes ceases 

shyness of waves moves across the brook’s cheeks 


There are many such powerful fancies in his poetry. 
Observe this in another instance. 


“The sky with fingers of rain drops is drawing rangolis of waves 
By every drop the brook is starting 
Maidens of min drops sail in enclosures of boats of bubbles 


. wa. 7 
I, searching the maiden of tears, missing ; 
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In another instance he says 
“Though the brook courses shadows wont’ travel”. 


This is a new voice in Razole. A vigorous tone to recite 
powerful poetry. Intellect is the basic element for writing good 
poetry. This, he has in plenty. Don’t know whether he knows 
that it alone isn’t enough, practice is needed. Reading and a 
goal are needed. Getting out of the dream world, should come 
out into the actual world. Then only his poetry would be 
effectual. 


While returning via Rajahmundry, for the first time I met 
Patanjali Sastri of ‘Gunde Godari.’ I brought with me the poetic 
volume “New Godavari,’ of Bethavolu Ramabrahmam. Draining 
“pious and liberal water of the Godavari” fully well, travelling 
over the Godavari, I couldn’t avoid getting back once more to 
my jail life. 

Though it is true there is more of the literary climate in 
Hyderabad, this literary trip proved that now and then, even the 
outside air is needed for our health. Don’t know how many 


more literary brooks flowing to the brim like the Godavari, are 
there! : 


Chera’s Musings. 
1991, October 27. 
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OH! BOOK RELEASES 


In the mood I am now in if any God were to 
favour me by his presence and ask me, “Man, what 
is your wish?” I could have requested Him, “O! 
Lord! Can’t you see to it, that there wouldn’t be 
any book releases in the world?” Probably, doing 
so is beyond Him too. I don’t have anything against 
books. All my displeasure is only with books 
releases! 


In this city of Hyderabad, there would not be 
a day without a releasing of a book. Sometimes, 
there would even be two or three book releasings. 
Looking at these book releases, don’t be deluded, 
thinking, “Oh! how the inhabitants of these twin 
cities are getting enlightened!” In this mega city it 
is difficult to pay a visit to the houses of those one 
wishes to meet. So, this is a meeting place to meet 


the friends of one’s liking. 


There is a reason for me to get so angry about 
book releases. Sometime back, I used to attend 
book releasings as a spectator or an audience. Then 
it didn’t seem so painful. All this anguish now 
because I am required to attend them as a speaker. 


They wouldn’t listen even if I tell them, it is not 
possible for me, I have other things to be attended 
and to leave me on my own. Those approaching 


CCO. Vasishtha THRACE LBAL LR, away, When 1 tell them, that 
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I have no money to lend but these wouldn’t leave me though 
I tell them that I have no time. Like people importuning a 
visitor to their house to have coffee despite his telling them that. 
he doesn’t take coffee, these say, “How can it go on, if you do 
not attend?” 


A certain person writes ten or twenty poetic pieces. He would 
get the book printed either at his own expense or with the grant 
sanctioned by the U.G.C. The great poet believes, that he wrote 
a great and a long poem. From then on, he goes on a hunt’ 
of persons for releasing the book and speakers. Suppose by a 
mischance, the person he searches is found, then he would 
importence with him, getting hold either at the office or in the 
office. ; 


These people would search for renowned persons to speak 
at the book releasing function. One wouldn’t be enough; they 
would select about half a dozen men. There would be those 
eagerly devouring their favourite speaker’s words, wouldn’t there 
be? If more people attend the function, it would be good. 
For it one or two professors, two more speakers that can make 
the audience clap, if those two are senior poets who can pat his 
back, it would be even much better. Depending on the 
differences of their status, each would be assigned a part to be 
played in the meeting. One to release the book, a chief guest, 
a presiding officer, another three or four speakers would be 
there. In this, there is a hierarchy. The person to release the 
book should be occupying a higher post. The chief guest is to 
be a little advanced in age and reputed. It doesn’t matter if 
the individual is of a lesser status than the above two. The 
speakers may be of a lesser status, but should be capable of 
talking at least for half an hour. The speakers of the above 
category need not talk about the book. It would do, if they 
can speak about something. Depending upon their tastes, they 
can speak even on international politics. If he were to be a 
revolutionary writer, he would talk about revolutionary 


tics. 
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I don’t know about the other book releases but I have 
experience of literary book releases only. “If it were to be 
traditional litterateurs they would quote poets like Kalidas, 
Bhavabhuti, Nannaya and Tikkana and would deliver a great 
speech reciting slokas from books on rhetorics and interpret them. 
Some of these would delight the audience by tunefully reciting 
the slokas. Though revolutionaries and emperors of free verse 
wouldn’t be doing so, they can delight by reciting free verse in 
a certain dexterous manner. Generally the emotional part is more 
in the speeches of revolutionaries. Swaying of the head and 
gestures would be attractive. These also know how to carry the 
audience along with them. One can have claps from the audience, 
if some quaint sentences and frenzied words are spoken by 
raising the voice. 


Some of these talk about revolutionary movement in such an 
authentic manner as if they have returned just after consultation 
with the central committee of the revolutionary party. Not resting 
at that, they would, amidst revolutionary curses say that it wouldn’t 
be poetry, if it doesn’t write about revolutions and that one has 
no right to write in any other way, people would punish if one 
doesn’t write about movements, history wouldn’t excuse and 
would be thrown in a dust bin by time. 


Book releases in great pomp too would take place in 
Hyderabad. As there are star hotels, there are also, star halls for 
book releases. Research scholars and employees of moderate 

. grades, would arrange this in the City Central Library of 
Chikkadpalli. In case of employees of a little higher cadre, they 
would book a hall in Dwaraka Hotel. Employees of higher 
level would arrange these in Tyagaraya Gana Sabha and those 
of the highest level, in Ravindra Bharati. Celebration of the silver 
jubilee of poetic existence and sexagesimal felicitations and the 
like would unavoidably ‘take place in star hotels only. 


Those adorning the dais in the functions in star hotels would 
also be of star status. Ministers, Governor, emperors of 


meetings, diviners, retired police officers, now and then LA.S. 
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Officers, film stars, stars of literary field, gems, kaustubhas etc., 
numbering a dozén would be there on the dais. The process 
of introducing these (including garlanding) would take about an 
hour. To this is recently added the ritual of video recording. 
Even the V.IP.s attending these as audience would, drenching in 
video light, go in to get their attendance recorded. But even 
before the commencement of the main programme, many would 
be seen going out of the hall in the middle by getting bored. 
In a meeting of this type, mine is only the role of an audience. 
Therefore, I have the freedom to run away in the middle. 


Recently by the time I arrived home after attending a meeting 
of a book release, a close friend of mine who arrived from 
Delhi, was waiting for me. A book releasing function at ten 
o'clock, the next morning. Until then, it has not been possible 
for me to go through the book. Isn’t it natural to get angry 
at these book releases which do not give any time and freedom 
to talk heartily even with a bosom friend! Just for this reason, 
faith in the non-existent God too develops in me. 


By virtue of Telugu University’s bounty, these days Telugu 
books are printed in abundance. The grant they provide 
wouldn’t be sufficient for printing the book, but would suffice 
for beginning the process. Afterwards, the printing is to be 
finalized either by borrowing or some other expedient and the 
book is to be released into the market. Finding distributors for 
these books is difficult. They should believe that the book would 
sell well. For it, good reviews are a guarantee. These days, 
book reviews became less frequent. Book reviews too have 
become just similar to news about the arrival of books. 
Considering this, if book releasing functions are arranged, since 
all gracing the function would only speak well of the book, 
there would be a hope, that those good accounts about the 
book would get into the heads of the distributors. The process 

of book release informing the buyers and the distributors about 
the book might be unavoidable in the absence of detailed 


reviewing and announcements! 
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Saying the word ‘book release’ became old, in the recent days 
the words ‘Meet for Introducing a Book’ are used. Giving up 
the hierarchy (words like presiding officer, chief guest, person 
releasing the book are given up) in a socialist pattern they are 
printing the words, ‘personnel gracing the function.’ To elders 
habituated to this hierarchy, this became annoying and there are 
some who sickening themselves of it, absented from these. 


Friends due to excessive affinity, would give word on behalf 
of the speakers. There are some who would give a card, just 
before two days enquiring if one would be in the station on a 
particular day. Courteous obligation as regards friends is 
unavoidable. Subsequently some hand in a syllabus saying that 
they want a comprehensive analysis of the book. While some 
request transparently to write about a certain book, others would 
shrewdly suggest. To those contributing to columns and reviews 
in news papers and journals, this is an additional burden. Some 
time back, I had to go out of Hyderabad for a book release. 
A few days after I returned, a gentleman of the place, very 
innocently (I felt so) asked me, “Why hasn’t it as yet appeared 
in Cheratalu” and startled me. “Why, there is no such agreement 
whatsoever?” I said, to which he replied, “They expect it.” As 
I have the malady of completely going through the book at 
least for the sake of the book release, at times when the books 
arrests the mind, there had not been a dearth of previous 
instances wherein I wrote, if I considered there is something to 
write about. Probably, depending on those, these expectations 
might be on the rise! About ten or fifteen years back, I was 
in great demand for writing ‘prefaces.’ Once at that time, during 
his tour, Velcheru Narayana Rao came to my house and quipped, 
“Why don’t’ you hang a board saying Prefaces will be written 
here?” (Yet, he himself in the same trip baked two or three 
prefaces and went away.) Now such tension has lessened and 


another type started. 


In 1994, January, when I had three book releases in a row, 
some jokes were made out of it. A gentleman who once on 


an earlier occasion made me speak at the meeting of his book 
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release, thinking he has been joking said, “It seems your name 
is likely to enter the Guinness Book of Records.” Yet another, 
using my name quipped, “In place of Narayana Reddy, now a 
Ramayana Reddy has come up.” Another remarked, “It seems, 
this is likely to be a good pastime after retirement.” This another, 
is none other than my daughter! It otherwise means, book 
releasing functions have for me turned out to be ‘Maya Sabhas’ 
or “Yama Sabhas.’ 


These book-releasing functions made such a deep impact on 
my mind that if my door bell rings, a shiver runs down my 
back thinking some one has come to request me to speak in yet 
another such function. If I go to bed at a late hour in the 
night, I am awakened by serial nightmares about book-releasing 
functions. When the phone rings while I am seriously engaged 
in writing or reading, I am terrified thinking that: someone is 
ringing me up with a request to speak at the book-releasing 
function. I wish to raise my voice in prayer, “Is there none to 
save me, benign mother, Seethamma?” from these book-releasing 
functions. Oh! Book releases, Save me God! Save me God! 


Chera’s Musings, 
1994, January 30. 
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FOR LITERATURE TOO 
KINSFOLK ARE NEEDED 


Rhetoricians of olden days said that for literature, 
intellect, creativity and practice, are needed. Marxists 
say, social history determines the themes and forms 
of literature. Russian formalists say, literature itself 
has a natural historical mobility. There is a thing 
unidentified by all these and which says for a literary 
existence, literary kinsfolk are also needed. 


No poetic science defined literary kinsfolk in a 
definite manner. But all those creating literature 
know who these literary kinsfolk are. If they lack 
such kinsfolk, it implies a certain flaw on their part. 


These literary kinsfolk write something of lesser 
extent but are selfless creatures without any affection 
towards their works. These read more than the 
writer they like. These have in plenty what men 
like Potlapalli Seetharama Rao cry hoarse, as ‘literary, 
aesthetic taste.’ 

These kinsfolk do not trouble the city dwellers 
by calling on them at their houses at odd hours. 
Besides they extend warm hospitality to writers 
arriving at odd times and derive pleasure by talking 
to them in a warm and cordial manner. 


For instance, we can take Kavuri Ramesh Babu 


ively i dhra Society of Delhi. 
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He used to invite writers from Andhra and conducted them to 
his own home and attended to all their needs without any want. 
If they wished to pay a visit to any, he took them in his own 
car. He spent a lot of his money for bringing out the 
commemorative volume on Gurajada. He went over all Andhra 
with a bag slung on his shoulder and interviewed many and 
brought out an issue, worth-preserving for ever. He was careful 
in seeing to it that his name is not found anywhere in the book. 
Unable to restrain myself, I asked him “You have been undertaking 
everything. What does it matter if you append your name?” to 
which he said, “Let it be,” and diverted the topic. All know 
a literary kinsman named ‘Kasi.’ (I too don’t know what his 
full name is) Ismail in his poetic volume, titled ‘Chilakalu Valina 
Chettu,’ (Tree on which parrots alighted.) dedicated the picce, 
‘Sunken Ships’ to Kasi. Once he contributed a poem to Andhra 
Jyothi weekly, under which he said, ‘especially to Sri Kasi’ and 
recollected him once more. 


Once some of us along with Kasi assembled either in 
Dwaraka or some other hotel. After snacks and beverages, Kasi 
developed a fancy to find out the favourite poet of each. When 
it was my turn, I said, “Whoever writes good poetry is my 
favourite poet.” Not satisfied at that, he compelled me to suggest 
a single name. Then I blurted out the truth saying ‘Nayani Subba 
Rao.’ K.V. Ramana Reddy, who gaped in surprise by this reply, 
woudn’t have as yet closed it. K.V.R. thought, I would say, ‘Sri 
Sri.’ No doubt, Sri Sri is my favourite poet. But Nayani Subba 
Rao is intimate to me not only as poet but also as an individual. 


If I don’t recount about another literary kinsman, the history 
of modern literary kinsmen would be utterly incomplete. In a 
certain context, Sri Sri in his “Anantham’ (The Infinite) said, “Even 
Krishna Bai, whom I greatly respect wrote a letter reproving 
me.” Chalasani ‘Virasam’ Prasad, who edited ‘Anantham’ in all 
pains, furnished all the details in the book, but does not say 
who this Krishna Bai is. Not mentioning an individual who 


coule>ceprosenSri Sri tsidefininelyzan lapsedimneditingntr Gyaan Kosha 


For Literature Too Kinsfolk Are Needed 67 


Tummala Krishna Bai (along with Professor Venugopala Rao, 
stayed in Visakhapatnam for many days and a few days in 
Bezawada. I think she once again returned to Bezawada. She 
penned a few works, but never paid any interest towards them. 
She likes very much the works of Sri Sri, Ravi Sastry, and 
Kalipatnam Rama Rao. She reproves Sri Sri and Ravi Sastry, but 
if any one criticizes them a little harshly, she would be pained. 
I named their home, ‘Literary Inn.’ I know people who ring 
up and say, “I am arriving at your home for a meal.” (It’s 
because I happened to be there as a guest on one such occassion). 
Telugu writers who haven’t enjoyed her hospitality, are a few. 
Kaloji, Sanjeeva Dev, B.V. Narasimha Rao, Kondaveeti Venkata 
Kavi, Kodavatiganti Kutumba Rao, Ranganayakamma, Gopi... 
there would be no end to this, if I go on recounting like this. 
Whenever you go, you find some writer or the other engaged 
in parley and the literary discussion would go on. The words, 
“They would be talking of literary matters in such a serious way 
as if it is about a loan to be paid off or about a girl’s marriage,” 
which Gopi says even today, are true. She would return on 


turning the fry of lady fingers for once and say seriously, “Chekuri, 


is Cherabanda Raju feeling bad for my saying his novel isn’t 


good?” or “What is your opinion of Miriyala Ramakrishna’s 
thesis?” This is her daily chore. 


Krishna Bai is an individual who would invariably be known 
to all those with an acquaintance of Telugu literature. 


It is my firm conviction that for the existence of literature, 
there is a great need for such literary kinsfolk who have made 
literature an irrevocable part of their lives. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1986, November 1. 
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SYMBOL OF THIS CENTURY’S 
FEMININE PROGRESS 


This is the last decade of this century. Estimating 
the development of human race in terms of 
centuries has become a habit for us. It is true that 
progress, changes and time wouldn’t be in 
accordance with the parameters we have devised for 
ourselves. But aren’t certain standards required to 
compare and ascertain! For sometime it became a 
habit for us to ascertain history in parameters of 
centuries and in particular, Christian.era. This is 
neither scientific nor unscientific, neither the best nor 
the worst. This is a tradition, a habit and a method. 


Economy, cultural development and other 
developments in history can be identified and 
estimated in parameters of centuries. 


As an instance, let us consider the progress of 
women. If you look into any book of history, 
you can know how horrible was the position of 
women in India in the 19" century. A woman 
bereft of husband, to a greater extent, had no right 
to live. Giving it a beautiful name, deluding them 
that they would attain divinity, inducing them to a 
spiritual intoxication, we killed them. Had not Raja 
Ramamohan Roy moved the then government and 
made them enact laws and undertook measures for 
its abolition we don’t know how many Roop 


; f ould haye been incinerated. 
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It is our great fortune that changes occurred in this century 
at a more quick pace. In all professions and fields, women are 
able to compete with men on an equal footing. And particularly 
in intellectual spheres where it is said men alone can get along, 
women are gaining credit. This is a change for good. 


Take for instance the literary field. In the beginning of this 
century, women wrote devotional songs on Krishna, devotional 
satakas (a composition of 100 stanzas) and stale, imitative 
romantic lays. Even during the period of the progressive poets, 
women didn’t become more famous in the literary sphere. 
During the fifties best story writers came up and in the decade 
of the sixties, women occupied the field of the novel. In the 
decade of the eighties, women as poets could stand on a par 
with men. 


Many would attain sixty years of age. In our country, it is 
a custom to honour or felicitate poets completing sixty years of 
age in the name of sexagenary celebration or by some such 
felicitation function. Some would celebrate this with chanting 

of hymns and rituals. To some others, public festivities would 
be undertaken. Such a celebration for Sri Sri in 1970, was the 
beginning for a great change in Telugu literature. 


This felicitation, functions of honour and sexagenary 
celebrations are merely symbols. These shouldn’t be viewed from 
a rationalistic point of view and should be viewed from the 
traditional one which otherwise means as to express what type 
of feelings in the culture of a race these would be useful. 


There is a quaintness in this. This type of sexagenary 
felicitations (either it be traditional or novel) are not usually 
arranged for women. Not that there aren’t eligible ladies. Though 
they are there, none would bother about them. I consider a 
change taking place in this aspect in the last decade of this century 
to be a highly progressive turn. 

On November 5, 1990, a great function is going to be held 
in Ravindra Bharati; it is the felicitation function for Nayani 
Krishaa Kumaripanbawarkelizasba slecuareschorabaut four 


a 
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decades in Osmania University and retired at the end of March. 
By this function, it becomes possible to assess for once, her 
literary contribution. 


Krishna Kumari is the elder daughter of Nayani Subba Rao. 
She was born in Guntur on March 13, 1930. Subba Rao, besides 
being a great poet and a humane being, was an individual of 
higher ideals. The atmosphere he created, turned her individual 
and literary existence along the right path. 


It can be said that there are almost no women who worked 
in a university during recent times and put in a lot of effort in 
so many spheres. Even among men, it is rare. 


During the period of her studies (1948-51) she collected 
dialectical words and published them in Andhra Prabha. In those 
days itself, she started the story of Andhras in a serial. She 
published stories of Kathasaritsagaram under the title Kathala Kadali. 
(Sea of stories.) She started her literary existence with a pleasant 
prose and intelligent writings for children. Later she wrote stories 
and plays. She contributed a link in a chain novel. 


She started writing poetry in the traditional prosody and 
published it in Bharati. Unless the poetry was of a higher 
standard, it was not possible in those days for any stanzas to be 
printed in Bharati. The writings of great Vedic scholars of the 
first half of this century used to appear in Bharati, In the second 
half, Krishna Kumari entered such a stage. After that she even 
published lyrics and free verse. Krishna Kumari is one of those 
few poets who could write poetry in equal splendour in the 
famous poetic forms of Telugu. These were published as poetic 
volumes, under the titles, Manasalila (1990) (Workings of Mind), 
Agni Putri (1978) (Daughter of Fire), Em Cheppanu Nestam (1988) 
(What Should I Say Friend). Her poetry balanced the old poetic 
patterns and the modern patterns. Her poetry with word power 
and import of meaning is fit to be an ideal to the preset women 
poets. 

She did not contribute much in the form of prose works 
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of Kashmir) she sowed the seeds for travelogues in prose.. This 
is not similar to the ‘History of a Pilgrimage to Kasi’ and the 
‘History of a Pilgrimage to Nilgiri? Once when news and 
communication media were not well developed the accounts of 
intrepid travellers were needed to inform the people of a region 
about the life styles of another region. These days, they don’t 
have importance. In her Kashmira Deepakalika in a poetic prose, 
she conserved the beauty of nature in the state of Kashmir. 
Literary works in English are divided into creative and critical 
writings. There are only a few who can display equal splendour 
in both. Krishna Kumari is of the first grade of that type. 


Critical writings were published under the titles Pariseelana 
(Observations) Parisodhana (Research). Her article on Kaikeyi in 
Kalpavriksham, (The Ramayana written by Viswanatha 
Satyanarayana) is the touchstone of her research on long poems. 
Her article on ‘Village names in Telugu’ is one which sets standards 
for research. Both these standard articles were written when she 
was about twenty five. Till then research about village names 
was not started in Telugu. 


Krishna Kumari is of a constant research orientation, yet did 
her doctorate at a very belated time. I think it was delayed due 
to her predilection for many things and her indecisiveness to 
select a topic. 


Even rural folk can weave poetry. Once research of folk 
literature used to be treated condescendingly saying that they too 
are humans, they too use figurative expressions and speak 
ingeniously. B. Rama Raju formulated a broad taxonomy for it. 
Krishna Kumari took up a branch of it and opened new avenues 
for research of folk literature. This turn isn’t an ordinary one. 
It is a research which made the entire research leap forward by 
about three decades. This was achieved in this century by a 
woman. 


Therefore, though the felicitation for her going to take place 
tomorrow is mainly to her erudition, it has still some more 


importance. „Itis a felicitation to the progress that a Telugu 
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woman of this century has achieved in writing poetry and prose, 
in literary criticism and in research of folk literature. It is a 
recognition of a great woman scholar’s service to Telugu literature. 


Her individuality is equal to her erudition. In the Telugu 
Department she worked she created a hearty atmosphere and 
established harmony among the members. She has the forgiving . 
quality to forget very quickly the harm done by others. The 
thought of honouring such a great scholar is very excellent. ` 
Functionaries of Hridaya Bharati who undertook this task are to 
be congratulated. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1990, November 5. 
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SENIOR LEADER IN 
WOMEN’S LIB 


When I look at Malladi Subbamma, I recollect 
Veeresalingam; it is not only for both of these 
endeavouring in their own ways for the uplift of 
the women folk, but because Subbamma, like 
Veeresalingam had an unrelenting perseverance, 
dedication and fighting vigour. Veeresalingam singly, 
turning into a movement, moved forward. Of 
course, he said, that his wife, Rajyalakshmamma 
stood by him as a prop. In this instance, 
Subbamma too is an individual similar to an 
institution. I do not know whether she would say, 
she had Rama Murthy’s support or not, but would 
acknowledge. 


Veeresalingam arranged for remarrying of 
widows. Subbamma extensively arranged for ideal 
marriages. Veeresalingam arranged for marriages but 
didn’t break them; Subbamma has that reputation 
too. 


I am unaware if there were mikes or not during 
Veeresalingam’s time. I am also equally unaware, 
even if they were there whether he had the force 
of speech to shatter the mike (perhaps we might 
know if we ask Akkiraju Ramapathi Rao). People 
attending the meetings in Hyderabad and viewing 
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Doordarsan know Subbamma’s forceful elocution and the co- 
speakers know more than that. 


Subbamma runs a journal named Women Power; this is an ideal 
journal on issues concerning women. There wouldn't be any 
theorising and counters, and unwanted political debates but 
reports, ideas and reactions concerning issues of women. 


There are some organisatons in Hyderabad working for the 
consciousness of women. Organisation for women’s progress 
and Progressive Marriage Forum of Subbamma have been 
functioning for a long time. 


Subbamma is a writer too and she is a writer bravely utilising 
literature for propagating her ideas and she incessantly publishes 
essays and books. During the recent times, she propounded a 
new theory concerning women’s emancipation and named it 
humanistic women’s emancipatory theory. Her opinion is that 
this theory propounds perfect equality between men and women. 
She says, this theory makes up for the lapses in the other feminist 
theories. She also says that her theory wouldn’t like radical feminism 
preach hatred of men nor would like feminism, uphold capitalism. 
She has differences with Marxists too. She says, women’s 
emancipatory movement shouldn’t be tagged on to socialist 
system. She says, hindering women’s emancipatory movement 
under the name of class struggle or merely contenting with the 
conduct of women’s emanicpatory movement without identifying 
the exploitation in the society wouldn’t do. 


She is of the conviction that there are no differences or 
variations in the mental calibre of men and women. Mentioning 
the contention, that a woman’s brain is smaller than that of a 
man, she says the elephant with a large brain than that of man 
is in no way great. 

Seriously refuting the argument, that ladies are not-in a position 
to become experts in mathematics, she says, “It is only the male 
dominated society which made the famous branches of learning 


inaccessible to ladies.” E ; - 
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She says women’s freedom “should become comprehensive 
and perfect.” She definitely declared, “It isn’t enough if a woman 
has social freedom and similarly it wouldn’t do if only financial 
freedom becomes possible. Political and cultural liberties too 
are needed and though she has everything, she would be a slave ` 
of man, if she doesn’t have sexual freedom.” It is doubtful 
whether the other feminists would concur with her opinions 
concerning sexual freedom. 


She says, there shouldn’t be any restrictions upon a woman’s 
conduct concerning sexual life prior to marriage. She upholds 
extra marital relations too. Giving no scope for misunderstandings 
regarding this, let us find out her opinions in her own words. 


“Any one of the couple can develop sexual relations either 
with another man or woman, either with the consent or 
disinterestedness of the other. That concerns those three. There 
is no. need for others to concern about it. In this instance, 
society, law and tradition need not interfere. If such sexual 
relations are developed without the consent of the life partner, 
the other partner disliking such a situation may obtain a divorce. 
Excepting that, there should be no scope to go in for criminal 
action against others i.e., the wife, or husband or the third party 
and similarly should not go in for a civil suit demanding 
compensation.” 


In this type of atmosphere of perfect ireedom, isn’t there 
the danger of man acquiring greater freedom? Wouldn’t it be 
women who would be losers by such freedom? 


Concerning many more matters, Subbamma has revolutionary 
ideas. “The condition that a woman should compulsorily live in 
the home of her husband after marriage should go. It is a 
right concerning her choice of living.” She didn’t say anything 
regarding the husband and the wife living together, but it seems, , 
her opinion is in the negative. She also argues, “The right to 
abortion is wholly her own.” 


To put forward these ideas she even published a novel, 


Vamsankuram. (Dynastic heir). In it, Nalini, a scienti thinkin: 
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that it is proving a hindrance to her research, goes home 
undergoing an abortion without informing her husband. When 
the husband, Chandram, asks her why she did so, she clearly 
tells him, “There is nothing in this to decide by specially consulting 
and discussing with you.” She also retorts, “It isn’t necessary 
for me to tell you.” 


Elaborating, commenting and supporting this, at the end of 
the novel, Vamsankuram, Malladi Rama Murthy wrote an essay, 
“Is lack of desire to motherhood, a crime?” 


The ideas of Malladi Subbamma are very revolutionary, but 
she seems not to have bothered about their practicality or 
otherwise. Though they may be revolutionary ideas of a higher 
order, if there is no proper planning about their practicability 
they would only be left over in the barren discussions of 
intellectuals and would be confined to speeches and writings. 


There is the necessity to identify the need for an orderly plan 
for the implementation of these ideas and to organise a struggle 
by discussing with the organisations for women. 


Her writing of novels with the aim of women’s emancipation 
is admirable but the characters are too subservient to her. These 
characters confront parents and disregard husbands and push the 
society too to a distance. But they act sensibly as per the wishes 
of Subbamma. Here too, it is her own domination. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1990, February 11. 
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LADY WRITER ENGULFED 
BY POLITICS 


Some time back in the month of October, one 
day when I went to the City Central Library in 
Chikkadpalli, I found the bound up volumes of the 
monthlies of Abhyudaya Sahityam (Progressive 
Literature) published between 1957-58. The journal 
was then published by Tummala Venkataramaiah. 
Besides sending my writings to the journal, I used 
to send the writings of others and subscriptions 
collected by me. Those issues should have been there 
with me also, but they were lost. It is a tragico- 
comedy legend. 


In those volumes, I searched for my first research 
article on the prosody of moraic metre, written 
while I was about to complete my B.A. degree and 
published in the August, 1958, issue. Exactly those 
pages were deftly cut with a blade and lifted by 
somebody. Perhaps that essay would have vanished 
for ever. Only the reference made in the thesis on 
lyrical poetry by Chenna Reddy would be there. 


In the April-May issue of the same volume, I 
found a song, named ‘Waves of Memory’ by 
Kasiratnam, a lady writer. While I was reading it, 
waves of memory rose up. It was Vasireddy 
Kasiratnam who wrote the song. She is of 
Veerulapadu village in Nandigama taluk of Krishna 
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District. It is not a song written with the awareness of writing 
one. They are fragments of songs that lyrically flowed out in 
an emotional frenzy. She was just twenty, subjected to emotional 
outbursts in the course of writing and an age in which ideals 
didn’t diminish and inspiration didn’t cool down. I think it was 
1952. An educated enthusiast, Patibandla Prakasa Rao of that 
village ran a hand-written journal. Its copy was handed over to 
the Sitarama Library of that village. Now it is just a repository 
of books. On account of my relatives there, I often went to 
the village. The readings I made in the library later proved 
helpful for my literary efflorescence. That is a thing to be 
recounted separately. (Refer pages 9-13.) 


The melancholy I was steeped in when I read the tragic-filled 
narration for the first time in that manuscript (Prakasa Rao says, 
its copy can never be found) is still fresh in my memory. 


Setting it aside, if you ask what the story is - though I don’t 
remember the title of the story, I hazily remember the theme 
of the story. 


Haven’t I said that the time was 1952? It was the time 
when memories of Telangana armed struggle were green and 
red in the minds of many. History of Telangana people's struggle 
against the medieval feudal exploitation was extensive. But 
around 1947, 1950 it transformed into an armed struggle. Not 
only Telangana but the entire Telugu race revolted against the 
exploitation and made many extraordinary sacrifices. Legends 
of those sacrifices are still available in some books. At that 
time Gangineni Venkateswara Rao brought out some of them 
in a book form. Recently Vasireddy Naveen collected and 
published some of the stories of Telangana Struggle. Who can 
ascertain the number of stories left uncollected and left over in 
the issues of the newspapers of those days? ; 


Kasiratnam conceived of a story of a hero who doesn’t 
return from the then armed struggle. The theme of the story 
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unable to participate in the struggle. Her marriage was settled. 
At that time, thinking of her lover, she pines away as hereunder: 


Your heart’s blood is the red dye of my feet 

links of your iron chains are my feet’s trinkets 

your handcuffs are bangles to my hands 

where are heaven and hell, sin and virtue 

did you say, this legend will glow 

transforming into a dream and this earth turning into heaven 
shall we ever 

find illuminated ways 


“How those caught by the Malabar militia and reserve police 
in the Telangana struggle of these days were tortured, was 


brought out in a rhythmical pattern. 


Have they driven pins 

into your milky-soft nails and tender fingers? 

O hero! 

has blood gushed out and splashed? 

have all your small teeth spreading pearly sheen 

clattered down? 

dropping down on the ground 

have they twinkled? 

have they questioned you belabouring time and again 

where are your members and which is your platoon? 

have you said nobly 

you don’t know their whereabouts, despite knowing, 
you won't reveal? 


truly 

haven’t you revealed any traces? 

as the future good fortune settles down in India 
what words to moisten mother earth and to 
tingle like the path to heaven 

have you spoken? : 

what calls have you raised 

to your people? 


Driving pins into nails and slapping hard resulting in loss of 
teeth to obtain information were the methods adopted in the 


torture at that time, conGhidhergimereysteadtast henoesiwhandidazt 
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disclose secrets. By that time the tortures experienced by Julius 
Phuchick, the Czech hero caught by the Nazis in World War I, 
were in wide circulation through Anisetty Subba Rao’s translation 
‘Sanguine Letters.’ It was the ideal for the Telangana guerrillas 
of the day. (Gangineni Venkateswara Rao, brought out three 
volumes of the accounts of such heroes under the title ‘Red 
Banners.’ Here it was not mentioned but such tortures would 
ultimately and inevitably lead to death. In that context of 
recollecting him and expression of her incapability, there are some 
more rhythmical lines of the song. 


Will your countenance be found 

in the blue clouds and the full moon 

O! immortal 

Will your lustre glow 

As my tears flow out in waves 

Submerging in that water I'll reach the other bank 
would you extend your hand in assistance 

O! valiant one 

will you lighten the burden of grief 

O! blue cloud, O! starlet 

if you know the whereabouts of the tender moon 
if you know its traces and if you have seen that face 
tell me : 

those particulars 

the marriage hall is a cell of sharp poniards 
stood as a hindrance for my coming to you 

please excuse me 

O! moon 

please overlook my lapse! 


As I have mentioned in the foregoing, these are the lyrical 
lines found in the narration. Along with that hand-written journal, 
the story was also lost. These fragments of the lyric are only 
left over as they were printed in a journal. : 

This lyric (any lyric) can be interpreted and criticised from 
many angles. Some of those are: period of composition, 
background of the poet, influences, aim etc., being one aspect 


AA 
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This lyric was written round about 1952. Then the legends 
of Telangana struggle were fresh in the memories of readers. 
The progressive poetic trend was in great vogue and the 
romanticism still didn’t abate. I have a doubt, if in fact the 
progressive poetry of Telugu completely broke off its relations 
with romanticism. Take this song for instance. The gait of this 
was used by Krishna Sastry in ‘Pravasam’ (Exile) and cine lyrics 
too and in particular, ‘Malleeswari.’ The gait of the following 
lyric in ‘Malleeswari.’ 


For how many days my eyes 
day and night in grief 
would wait in anticipation 
for my paternal aunt’s son 
distressed they develop warts 


and the lyric referred above (by Kasiratnam) is the same. The 
gait of the lyric, “Palnadu is an invaluable stretch of land’ by 
Pulupula Sivaiah, one of the progressive poets, is also the same. 
Sivaiah might have been a progressive poet, but this lyric, 
‘devotion to a land,’ concerning Palnadu is only a part of romantic 
poetry. 


In “Waves of Memory’ of Kasiratnam, there is the theme of 
Telangana struggle. A member of the guerrilla team was caught 
by the enemy. The tortures of the Malabar reserve police were 
-clearly portrayed in the fragments of this lyric. Upto this, the 
thought is of progressive type. But pushing back all of this, 
the sweet heart’s grief of separation came to the fore. In the 
backdrop of a progressive theme, a romantic lyric found its 
way. (I hope, readers are in a position to ascertain that here I 
am only distinguishing the theme but not going into the merits 
and demerits.) The diction used in the lyric has the touch of 
romantic poetry. As an instance, “heart’s blood, red dye of the 
feet, bangles, milky soft nails, tender fingers, mother earth 
moistened, would tingle upto heaven, blue clouds, tears would 
flow in waves, trace of the tender moon” — all these are within 


the sphere of romantic poetry. At the time Kasiratnam wrote 
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this, books of romantic poets were available in the market. They 
were also there in the Seetharama Library of the village. 


There is no evidence that prior to this or afterwards 
Kasiratnam wrote any lyrical poems. Yet, fragments of this lyric 
effortlessly found place in the story which means that in an 
emotional frenzy, language finds expression in a rhythmic pattern. 
I think, even then she didn’t know prosody and morae, nor 
does even at present. 


Delighted by the fragments of this lyric concerning the story, 
I arranged them in an order by which it acquired the form of 
an independent lyric. 


Later Kasiratnam wrote some stories and one or two novels. 
Each of her stories is like a poetic composition of a little length. 
Though it may be a fruitless effort, some of the sentences picked 
from her stories can be displayed as poetic fragments. Enlarging 
some sentences of her letters, I wove them into stanzas of 
moraic metre and published them in the Swatantra of those days. 
(if revealed, the sin of plagiarism will be absolved). 


During those days Kasiratnam raised hopes that she would 
become a great lady writer. She is of an excellent imagination. 
It would have been better if she were to have been so. She 
is getting neck-deep in politics wholly disagreeable with her 
temperament. During the recent days she has been playing an 
active role in the movement going on (beyond party affiliations) 
against arrack. At present Kasiratnam is not known by many as 
a lady writer. She also became one of the writers who was a 
victim of politics. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1992, November 15. 
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ALL - INDIA AWARD FOR 
TELUGU POETRY 


Once more Gnanapeeth award chose a Telugu 
poet. Howsoever little his love might be towards 
Telugu poetry, this is an occasion for a Telugu man 
to frisk. Though this is an award given to Narayana 
Reddy on an individual basis, all should consider this 
as an award to Telugu poetry itself. 


Narayana Reddy has been writing poetry for about 
forty years. He published about forty volumes of 
poetry. He can’t breathe properly on the day he 
doesn’t write a poem. His mind wouldn’t be in 
order in the year a poetic volume isn’t published. 
It is not only his saying that poetry is his very. breath, 
but when we talk to him we have to realise it not 
be a mere metaphor but a truth spoken under an 


oath. 


The brain of a person with excellent retention is 
called a computer brain but the computer has no 
creativity. It would, once again at a quicker pace 
give us back the things we fed it in the same order 
we wish to have. But Narayana Reddy’s is a creative 
computer brain. 


_Among the present day poets (Yes, as long as 
Cinare continues to write poetry, he would be 
ndy poet only) there are not many who have 

e spontaneity of Narayana Reddy. Spontanei of 


Kosha 
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words is wealth of words plus spontaneity. Not only that, the 
power of welding them together is highly wonderful. There 
should be some alchemy with ‘Cinare’ to accord colour, taste 
and fragrance to words. It is indefinable and is inaccessible to 


Some write poetry and some others declaim poetry. Cinare 
speaks poetry; it doesn’t mean he declaims stanzas impromptu. 
(He can also do so.) Even ordinary conversational exchanges 
emerge with poetic refinement. Take for instance his interview 
with Udayavarlu. It seems he said, “The T.V. interview is over. 
Now let the T.U. interview commence.” The interview with 
T.U. in fact, began first. If the order of English letters is taken 
into account (t, u, v) the ingeniousness of this can be understood. 
This is only the latest instance. How many a day in this fashion, 
in anybody’s guess. Cinare has as much spontaneity as that of 
editing capacity. I had the opportunity of deliberating with him 
as regards the writing and composing of Telugu required for 
some occasions in the university. The drafts prepared by us 
who considered ourselves expert scholars in the science of 
language and in the mode of writing of language, treating them 
as an arduous home work - were very easily amended by him 
affording us no chance to speak out and it was done in a 
sensitive manner. (There is no rudeness whatsoever in Cinare) 
He used to convince us without pricking us, it was not with the 
power of authority but by convincing us in a reasonable manner. 

“Today I don’t wish to write anything about Cinare’s poetry, 
there is no necessity as many have written about it. And what 
they write, probably would be better than I do. But as some 
of the aspects, identified by virtue of personal acquaintance are 
singular by themselves (non-repeatable), I accord importance to 
them. 


Haven’t I made a mention of Narayana Reddy's sensitivity? 
He wouldn’t say ‘no’ to any one requesting him to write a 
preface. But he wouldn’t raise one to the sky, if there is no 


j instances where 
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there is good poetry, draw attention and leave it off. If he 
doesn’t find even those, he would say something else and 
conclude. That is why in some instance I wrote of him saying, 
that it is difficult to get him and he cannot be trapped. (The 
sportive side of this is, looking at it, he laughed in pleasure.) 
Once Cinare tendered a certain advice to the police on which 
Devipriya wrote an ingenious running commentary in Udayam, 
daily (Dawn) 1985, February 15) It seems police are to write 


The charge sheet in Telugu only 
seems they are to serve people 

only in a language to be understood 
it is only one language known 

to guns and clubs 

it is the lone truth concerning ‘money’ 
Narayana Reddy’s hoarse cry 


Narayana Reddy not only laughed at it but even read it in 
the grand convention of the writers of humour and tickled them. 


There is none to excel Cinare in appreciating his juniors. He 
encourages new poets by patting their backs (unlike me dealing 
a fist cuff.) He blesses them (unlike me, rapping the head with 
knuckles) by fondling the head. 


If some people, due to the regard they have towards us, 
give the books written by them, many would throw them 
somewhere. Cinare doesn’t do so, he reads them and wouldn’t 
rest with mere reading but would write to them particularly. The 
day before yesterday, Tripuranani Sreenivas gave him his book 
‘Rahasyodyamam,’ (A Secret Movement) and to write a letter 
to him he rang me up and got his address. 


Why talk of somebody? During the days I wrote poetry (a 
thing of three decades past) the lyric I wrote was printed in 
Swatantra with the title “Bitter words.’ It was my first lyric printed 
in a journal, Then, for sometime, he used to call me ‘Chera of 
Bitter Words.’ (Even today Cinare uses the same words for the 
trend of my writing. 
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Narayana Reddy can be described in such words as highly 
splendoured, a great poet and a skilled administrator. The disgust 
in his face, when he hears these words, would have been noticed 
by many. All these are facts, Behind all these, there is a discipline 
and it is the discipline to divide time into bits and to utilise very 
bit in an‘advantageous manner. 


Gnanpeeth is not awarded to Cinare. Cinare got it accorded 
to Telugu poetry and for it he is to be congratulated. 


Chera’s Musing, ` 
1989, September 24, | 
| 
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UNIVERSITY FELICITATION 
TO TELUGU PROSE 


There may be some who do not know Puranam 
Subrahmanya Sarma but there would be none who 
hasn’t heard the ‘tittle-tattle of a house wife’ by 
Puranam Seetha. There are many who do not know 
that the two are one and the same. 


I do not know how many volumes it would be 
if all written by Sarma under a variety of assumed 
names were to be printed! (If at all there is a person 
to print.) It is estimated that at two hundred pages 
for each volume, the ‘tittle-tattle of a house wife’ 
alone would run up to ten volumes, but it has been 
only three volumes, so far printed. 


He wrote three hundred stories, a dozen novels 
and two dozen radio playlets. He wrote Chalam’s 
biography in nine hundred pages. Setting these aside, 
the reviews, essays and ‘fiddle raagalu’ (tunes on the 
fiddle) written under the names ‘P’ and ‘P.S? would 


be hard even to enumerate. 


In recognition of Sarma’s contribution to Telugu 
literature, Telugu University, in its first convocation 
to be held on 24: September, 1989, is going to 
confer on him the honorary degree of Doctor of 
Literature. This is another good news in this month. 
(Cinare not only receives degrees but also knows 
how to see that, they are awarded. 
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As editor of Andhra Jyoti Weekly, Sarma contributed to the 
moulding of the tastes of the Telugu people. He raised the 
weekly to such a stage that the writers when they wrote any 
good piece ~ be it poetry, story or an essay-thought they should 
send it to Andhra Jyoti Weekly only. The power of Sarma in 
identifying the quality of the writings is excellent. He made the 
readers to look towards Andhra Jyoti Weekly for good articles. I 
do not know whether writers are created by editors or not but 
they say, it was only Sarma who created architect B.N. Reddy 
as a poet and Aruna Vyas, as an essayist. 


He also indulges in playful acts of printing sub-standard 
articles along with the good ones just beside, for contrast. (as 
if to test our intelligence.) Creating controversies and discussions 
is an amusement to Sarma. He created both on ‘Koyya Gurram,’ 
(Wooden Horse) ‘Not only on free verse but even over brinjal 
chutney too he can create a controversy, can thrash and get one 


thrashed. 


When Sri Sri died he created such a turbulence (if not, let 
us call it a controversy) out of which even today “Virasam’ 
couldn’t get out. Probably it might be to suggest this, now and 
then, he writes under the assumed names like Abadhdhala Satya 
Rao. (Mendacious Veracious Rao.) 


The little maid of Telugu household is Sarma’s unusual creation. 
Though it was two decades back, ‘ramblings of a middle class 
women in the changing society,’ ‘a house wife’s tittle-tattle’ and 
‘Seetha’s prattles,’ were started she would forever remain at only 
thirty years. Her words do not go up in age, nor diminish their 
sharpness. 

“A housewife’s tittle-tattle’ is an encyclopaedia of the life of 
Telugu people; there is nothing that isn’t discussed in it. All 
matters from mango pickle to international politics, would find 
place in it. Though she talks so much, still she remains the little 
maid of Telugu household. As an exception, as per the changing 


j of feminist matters. 
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Description of the dishes of the Telugu Brahmin families in 
the house. wife’s tittle-tattle, waters our mouth. The pungence 


of seasoning with asafoetida wafts to us. Seetha has both taste 
and relish. 


Bronze pots, small copper water containers, copper plates, 
small copper spoons, brass pots and such household ware would 
still be found in the home of Seetha. 


Seetha would spill out much sentiment about the screw-lidded 
brass water pot. She would come to tears saying, ‘It is the 
screw-lidded brass water pot gifted to me at my marriage - 
my eyes turn moist when the thought “Under whose cot that 

“mad. cap might be?” enters my mind.’ 


Telugu idiom in ‘a housewife’s tittletattle’ is one salient aspect, 
hybridisation of language is another salient aspect. In words 
like after the ‘three knots are tied,’ (Three mullu paddaka) ‘Ravana 
Brahmin,’ (Ravana Bramin) ‘Circumlocution, (Donka turning) Til 
cure him of the disease,’ (Disease Kudurusthanu) he paved the 
way for the creation of mixed language. He made the mixed 
dish prepared with an admixture of English and Telugu agreeable 
as Telugu prose style. He provided a literary example to the 
‘code mixture’ of language researchers. 


Telugu University by conferring the degree of Doctor of 


ee on Puranam Subrahmanya Sarma, is honouring Telugu 
rose. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1989, September 14. 
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Many would have heard the of the announcement 
of Indranadh Choudhury, the Secretary of the 
Central Sahitya Akademi in the news over Door 
darshan in the evening on Saturday, the 15? of 
December that Telugu poet Siva Reddy got the 
Akademi prize this year. Enthusiasm in me bubbled 
with the thought of going immediately to Dwaraka 
hotel where all of us generally meet. But the 
condition for going out into the city at nights, where 
mad dogs are stirred and wolves reign, has not as 
yet arrived. But unless quarrels of the wolves come 
to a settlement, the mad dogs can have no rest. 


Indicative of the poetic emotion in him some 
of us call Siva Reddy, Siva Kavi. (poet) The poetry 
he writes is free verse. It is my theorisation, (though 
Aripirala Viswam, Kovela Sampathkumaracharya and 
C. Narayana Reddy wouldn’t agree) that in this type 
of poetry there wouldn’t be any type of rhythm 
of words, rhythm of thought and internal rhythm. 
But now I may have to agree that there is the 
rhythm of Siva’s frenzied dance in Siva Reddy’s 

: ae 

I do not know when Siva Reddy started writing 
poetry, but in the decade of the sixties whatever 
journal was opened, a small stanza with his name 
was noticed. I used to think, “Who is this Siva 
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Reddy, weaving poetry ambidextrously in an incessant manner?” 
Later as some lecturers of the college where he worked joined, 
he joined the diploma course of linguistics in Osmania University. 
For some days, he used to attend classes now and then. Later 
he suddenly stopped attending. After sometime, he met me 
somewhere and said, “Sir, your phonemes and morphemes do 
not agree with me.” This wouldn’t surprise anyone who has a 
knowledge of Siva Reddy’s poetry. Siva Reddy’s way is that of 
Saiva class of poets in Telugu poetry. Poetic inspiration is much; , 
in that inspiration fine words as well as unrefined words may’ 
come out; lines of fine texture may also come out. Pure Telugu 
and combination of compound words too may roll” out. 
Whatever rolls out, it does in a natural manner. It is fruitless 
to search for sounds, word images and conjoints in his poetry 
as of Palkuriki Somana, Pothana, Gopanna and Dhurjati. It 
doesn’t mean, they wouldn’t be there; they may be there in an 
incidental and natural manner. It is not those that strike attention. 


Siva Reddy has been writing poetry seriously for the past 
twenty years. I think he has been writing from a still early time. 
If he were to celebrate silver jubilee of the sort, it can more 
correctly be said from what time he has been writing poetry. 
Siva Reddy is not an occasional poet, but an interminate poet. 
He is not a poet to write a poem at some time and get into 
hibernation for a long period. It does not just mean, he tries 
to fill the journals by writing some trash. To him there is an 
uninterrupted poetic inspiration and an unblunted poetic goal and 
an intense poetic dedication. That is why he published poetic 
volumes like ‘Sun in Blood,’ ‘Hospital Lay,’ ‘Action; ‘Barometer,’ 
and ‘Mohana, Mohana’ and proclaimed his poetic prowess of 
undiminished poetic goal. Another singularity is that by 
continuous practice and exercise, he displayed keenness in his 
writing. Once poets tried to write like Nagnamuni. Now, on 
examining the poems written by the younger generation, it can 
be said, they are trying to write like Siva Reddy. The amusing 
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thing is, those imitating Siva Reddy are only imitating his 
weaknesses; perhaps it might be only those available for imitation! 

Reviewing ‘Barometer’ in Praja Sahiti, a long way back, I said 
Siva Reddy shouldn’t be called a revolutionary poet. 'Then some 
fans of Siva got angry. Some mocked me as a former poet, 
yet some more called me a formalist and said many more things. 
All this and hurling of words is due to lack of understanding 
about what I intended! They attributed some values to the word 
'revolution' and viewed it from that aspect. I examined not 
from the point of values but from the point of limitations. One 
writing either revolutionary poetry or writing abundantly is called 
a revolutionary poet. Calling a poet, displaying the different 
aspects in the world around him and many angles in human life, 
a revolutionary poet, amounts to restricting him to a sphere. In 
the themes of Siva Reddy, certainly there is revolution but his 
poetry is not confined to revolution only. Looking into any 
poetic volume published by Siva Reddy we can ascertain this. 
As an instance, if we go through the volume, ‘Mohana! Mohana! 
which has been given the award by the Central Sahitya Akademi 


we can find this. 


Separately as a line here 
“Don’t threaten me, mentioning the age 
there is no relation between age and war.” 


Saying “If war is felt to be eternal — see how much it is 
needed to live as a warrior until war in some form or the 
other occurs,” he invites war. 


Saying 


“Tell me 
say which side you will stand by 
stuttering words are not needed 
in coherences of silence are not needed à 
cealed, selfish, protective armours are no! : 
the a of Se movement uttered through lips 


” 
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he talks about polarisation. 


Saying 
“That they are engaged in war is only important 
what docs it matter to what nation they belong? 
all those carrying on war arc one” 


he preaches international solidarity. 


Siva Reddy doesn’t write so directly about revolution, struggle 
and war at all places. He writes about many issues conceming 
society. 


Saying 
“Man derives pleasure in multitude 
man gets angry in multitude 
multitude is a sea 
multitude is forest 
multitude is the symbol for a series of victorics” 


he talks about united human force. 


At another place, he expresses the same opinion about mass. 
He describes mass, “What I wish to say is, mass is everything. 
I wish to say mass alone is the superior destructive force that 
cannot be destroyed.” 


Another prominent element of Siva Reddy’s poetry is freedom, 
freedom of speech, and antagonism to restriction. 


Speaking of the vigilance that the government keeps over 
people in ‘Vigilance,’ he says. 

“Government's vigilance flows anywhere. Getting into blood, 
standing ‘by the heart, it listens to the secret in the mind. It gets 
even into the most tender fronds of dreams. Memory bites 
even your match of life,” 


Not resting with it, ordinary Ictters 


“Poetry alone is the vigilance of multitude over the 


vernment. Poetry is the sword of i 
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cut down the govemment to pieces. Poetry is the surpical blade, 
with which multitude conducts surgery.” 


He provided a new elaboration about the vigilance people 
are to undertake and the task poetry is to undertake. 


He warned saying, “we shouldn’t beg even for the right to 
speak.” 


Siva Reddy’s splendour doesn’t lic merely in writing poetry 
of protest, he wrote it well. But the variety in themes provided 
force to his poetry and made him continue as a poet for many 
days. As an instance look at the poem, “Mohana! Mohanal’ 
serving as the title song to this book. 


Observe the description he made when his heart was flustered 
by observing the worst life a beautiful and educated young lady 
had to lead for livelihood. 


“You appear to me when the wind, getting hot, rises up 

in summer, cither as the bed under me, water 

beneath my head, the shade under the cyes, 4 bird 

under the sky, the air under the bird’s wings or as 

the mass of rays dancing in the small spaces between leaves.” 


He visualises her by a variety of symbols like the above and 
just by a single line, “Unable to offer respects to anyone, by 
raising your hands, you surrendered your body and bought life,” 
and makes her miserable plight apparent. 


He displayed much novelty in his description of the lady as 
in the following 


“Mohana with eyes of gente, tender sun rays 
dew drop in tender paddy frond, safe in the chest of my memory” 


descriptions going beyond the trend of 
d. After this, he expresses contempt 
It is easy to write about 
Childhood is not only a 
But the mental 


and in such instances, 
a romantic poet are foun 
of the system responsible for this. 
childhood and the childish innocence. 
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make-up and comprehension to write about old age are different. 
Perhaps Siva Reddy alone acquired the distinction in modern 
poetry for writing a poem on old age. ‘Mother Serious,’ and 
‘Mother is Annoyed,’ are two poems published in 1989 and 
written by those poetesses from a different angle. 


Siva Reddy described the pitiable condition of an old man 
in a village in the following lines. 


“In the opposite cattle shed, a she-buffalo 

tethered to a peg, bellowing, in urine, dung and mire 
and moving round and round the peg 

garbage dump, dirty drain beside the dump, 

a few paces away lavatory 

a cot and lavatory 

a cord line hanging between these two worlds.” 


And finally in irritation, he appeals to us as in the 
undermentioned lines. 


“All of you please pray 

when all sons become fathers 

their fathers 

should die happily and on a sudden” 


Siva Reddy is a poet, migrated to the city from a village. 
Innocently and involuntarily, sometimes, obscene words used in 
villages roll into his words. This is not treated as a flaw and 
is mentioned to explain that remnants of rural life haunt him 
without a let up. They found an entry even into his poetry and 
add rustic simplicity and rural flavour to it. Observe the rural 
atmosphere in the poem ‘Old Age.’ In the same way, this 
influence is found in the similes and language he uses. 


Descriptions as “Night would wear away like the old soil 


carried off by rain,” can be made by one only with rustic 
flavours. -` 


In another instance he lets the reins off to language saying, 


“There is no need for the worthless veils.” 
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Siva Reddy is undoubtedly a major poet among the modern 
ones. Nevertheless, this position hasn’t been reached by him 
easily and freely through influence, it has been attained by practice, 
industry and forcefulness. 


In variety of themes, portrayal of scenes and commitment 
he has became a guide to his juniors. 


All these days we thought the world of Sahitya Akademi is 
different from our world. Now that they too turned their 
attention towards our world and made amends in their outlook, 
Central Sahitya Akademi is to be appreciated. 


Not because the authorities of the Akademi appreciated him, 
but as a poet who rose to the position of 4 poet recognised 
at the all India level, here are my congratulations to Siva, the 
poet. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1990, December 23 
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HUNDRED BOOKS OF 
JANAHITA - DHARMA RAO 


About twelve years back, a girl who passed 
Intermediate frowned at her parents and saying, 
“Can’t I live on my own?” set out together with 
her certificates. On the way, a lady in the bus heard 
her story and saying that she would help, took the 
girl to her house. But the husband of the lady was 
the rowdy of the locality. It means that the girl was 
trapped in a spider’s web. Some how or the other, 
she got out from it and hiring a small room, started 
hunting for jobs. To a girl in prime in search of 
jobs, all would be helpful. Let God take care of 
the efforts in finding a job, but first of all, it became 
difficult for her to get away from these. In such 
circumstances a certain truthful Harischandra noticed 
the address on her certificates and set out for her 
village. When he reached the village, he was told, 
her parents were not living there. He enquired in 
the village and reached the place they were living in. 
Some how or the other, the story ended happily. 
Many, with concerted efforts pulled the girl out of 
the barbed wire fence. To come down to fact, the 
man who made all these efforts and undertook the 
trouble was an employee of the lower rung. I asked 
him his name and he replied, truthful Harischandra. 
He did not joke, he only spoke truth. How. soe 
it would be if there occurs a correlation thou 
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a symbolical way between the name given to a person by his 
parents and his actions! Yes, this is perfectly incidental! Yet we 
cannot but wonder! 


Whenever I think of our Dharma Rao, I recollect the above 
incident. He is a higher official in the government Secretariat. 
From a long time, he has been the Secretary of the Official 
Language Commission. I do not exactly know what his duties 
are in the Commission. He also wrote a small book about the 
Official Language Commission and published it. Like many he 
wrote something saying, ‘by’ for transitives does not fit in Telugu 
and ‘of’ indicating possessive should not be used. Of course, 
such superstitions have been current among the Telugu readers 
and writers for over a long period. For it, we needn’t point our 
finger only at Dharma Rao and it is not even a matter of great 
importance. 


Dharma Rao has a great love for literature, has some tastes 
and has a lot of enthusiasm for undertaking good tasks. 


In the organisation started during the recent times i.e., in July, 
1989 as the forum for the well-wishers of the Telugu race and 
concising itself as ‘Janahita,’ (people's well-wisher) he put in 

. considerable effort. On June 30, 1990, this organisation released 
a list of hundred books, all Telugu people should read. All the 
newspapers published this prominently. It was also published that 
Avula Sambasiva Rao and Chekuri Rama Rao spoke in the forum. 
But many do not know that behind this effort there is the 
contribution of some unknown people. More importantly, many 
do not know how Dharma Rao toiled in bringing all together 
and I too don’t know how much he had spent for the purpose. 


These days it has become a habit to scale down the estimation 
of an individuals’ contribution and to mention collective forces 
for everything. Perhaps, in a wider context it may be correct, 
But I feel due importance is to be given to the contribution of 
an individual in his personal capacity. Even if Gurajada Appa 

i A 
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literature but his contribution cannot be ignored. Though Gidugu 
Ramamuithy had not been there, change in the language of writing 
would have inevitably taken place, but his contribution towards 
it is excellent. 


Though it is the historical forces which ultimately decide the 
conditions of a system, it is only the individuals who play an 
active role. It is our duty to see that the contribution of such 
individuals gets into history. 3 

For preparing a list of these hundred books a sub-committee 
was formed with Puranam Subramanya Sarma, Bommakanti 
Srinivasacharyulu and ‘Chera, and Dharma Rao, as the co- 
ordinator. The lists sent by lovers of literature were examined 
by these. These meetings used to be held in the house of 
Muktevi Lakshmana Rao. Acharyulu in great enthusiasm used to 
express serious opinions. I often got into an argument with 
him. Then Dharma Rao used to interfere and used to get us 
on to the track once again and reminded us of the actual work. 
Puranam, immersed in his journal’s work made Dharma Rao sit 
in his office saying, “Just now, I will come, please wait,” and 
used to go on writing either’ his own thoughts, editorial or house- 
wife’s tittle-tattle. It is beyond comprehension, how many times 
Dharma Rao used to be hard pressed between the fluster that 
the other members who arrived might go away thinking, he had 
not come even after a long time and the flutter of not knowing 
how to make Puranam move out while he coolly and 
unconcernedly attended to his usual activities! Coming to 
discussions, many a time, all of us differed on many a thing. 
We used to fight in a refined manner. When one said that a 
certain one is a great poet, another said, he is the worst and 
opposed it seriously. What definite parameters are found for 
determining literary matters? Dharma Rao patiently noted down 
all these opinions. He too had some, but they were expressed 
sensitively and he never got into an argument. As a co-ordinator, 
he discharged his duties not only properly but also in a 
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There are many who may differ with this list of hundred 
books and naturally there would be many. If it comes to that, 
in this there are books not agreeing with distinct individual tastes. 
Similarly in this list there are not many agreeable to our individual 
tastes. While the condition of those preparing the list is such, 
we can imagine how intense it would be to the writers and 
their fans. The thing to be mainly noted is that it is a committee 
with literary taste and identifying the books which proclaim the 
ideas and trends influencing the cultural existence of the race. 
We felt that these are very important in the life-stream of a race 
and worthy of being read by all literates. 


To the ones who prepared this, there is no illusion, that this 
list in the present form would be permanent. It is only the initial 
effort to turn the attention of the Telugu race towards its cultural 
heritage. We can’t say, it is flawless but can be called 
advantageous. 


In all this, everyone played his own part. That by Dharma 
Rao’s effort much good has been gondi is a fact which history 
cannot be oblivious of. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1990, July 15. 
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DHARMA RAO 
HELPFUL TO MANY, 
BUT UNMINDFUL OF HIMSELF 


A scorpion stings, wolf kills 

francoline partridge rails anyone 

while the contagious worm inside torments life 
from above an atom bomb would drop down 

why world is subjected to such a state 

why does it turn bad turning into a burial ground 
in man who by himself is the mean francoline partridge, 
vile scorpion, savage wolf, woeful destructive weapon 
and ailments there is a great flaw 

to man alone evil thoughts occur 

he doesn’t feed a tree with water 

but a stubble yields flowers 

extending either way and stretching protective arms 
forms a trellis for the whole world. 


Krishna Sastry (Pallaki (Palanguin) P.13) wrote this 
song pained at the evil bent of mind in man. This 
1S a song suggesting how dreadful human life would 


be, if men are not humane. 


_Many of us in our lives would have had a brush 
with such experiences. To us it would have occurred 
many times as to why men don’t laugh happily? Why 
don’t they weep bitterly? Why don’t they be as they 


are to be? 


Exactly at such junctures, if we happen to find, 


meet with men of good disposition and if th 
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happen to be friends, our spirit revives and once again we 
develop faith in man and faith in humaneness would go up. 


Among men of such good disposition, C. Dharma Rao, is 
one such good-natured man. All friends who enjoyed his 
friendship unanimously agree with this. 


It is my conviction, just by the mere existence of men like 
our Dharmanna, virtue and justice are still found in this world. 


Whosoever in Hyderabad undertakes any good turn, first of 
all they recollect Dharma Rao and expect his cooperation. The 
pleasant thing is, unsolicited it would be available. He, himself | 
undertakes many good tasks. 


Dharmanna has a great liking for writers and their works. 
Approximately between 1955-57 (when I was writing lyrics) he 
contributed articles to Telugu Swatantra. Form the beginning he 
had an interest in matters concerning Telugu language. He had 
love for Telugu language and a prejudice towards Hindi. 


He used to write contending, “Hindi alone shouldn’t be called 
the national language; all languages spoken all over the country 
are national languages; what we require is a link language and 
Hindi has not the eligibility for it.” He carried out almost a 
long drawn struggle. 


Even before Kundurti (1958?) he propounded that in free 
verse there is rhythm and swing. 


In Prajatantra published. for sometime as a reminder of 
Swatantra, he wrote many essays (1976-1979) at the behest of 
Devipriya. For a year (1977) he also contributed to a column 
called ‘Visanna Vedam.’ (Veda of Vissanna.) He translated the 
autobiography of Kamala Das into Telugu. He reviewed 
approximately thirty books of different genres. He didn’t publish 
any of these in a book form but even didn’t even keep any of 
these with him. 

His individuality is greater than that of his writings. He doesn't 

writings, his attention is only towards the writings 


ther about his” 
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of others. I know how he toiled to publish the works of 
Gora Sastry and Ismail. 


‘Dharmanna studied Intermediate in C.R. Reddy College at 
Eluru. (1948-50.) Velcheru Narayana Rao and Muktevi 
Lakshmana Rao too studied in the same college at the same 
time. From then on till now, these three continue to be the friendly 
trio. They read some books, talked of literature and discussed 
painting. All this they did, absenting themselves from the college. 
The youth of the present generation only know how to absent 
themselves from the college. I have a doubt if they are aware 
of the pleasure of roaming around enjoying literature. 


Fate subjected Dharmanna to many cruel tests. Many accidents 
which are not to befall a genial-minded, humane one, did happen, 
but he withstood without shrinking. He rose up as if for us 
and not for himself. Dharmanna interested in language and 
literature was required to do honours in mathematics (1948-50). 
As commerce did not agree with my constitution (in 
Intermediate), mathematics didn’t get into his head: He graduated 
with English separately, and in 1955 joined government service 
as an employee in the lower cadre. Rising up, stage by stage, 
he worked as Assistant Secretary, Deputy Secretary, Joint Secretary 
and Secretary. Between 198489, he worked as Secretary of the 
Official Language Commission. 


I do not know what the Official Language Commission did 
(I feel it has not done things to the extent it could) but 
Dharmanna discharged his duties as suited his interest towards 
the language. As a government officer he got Telugu typewriters 
manufactured, provided instruction in Telugu to stenos and typists, 


included the condition that they should have proficiency in Telugu . 


typing and insisted that application forms should be in Telugu. 
Like this, he utilised all opportunities available to him as a 
government officer for the implementation of Telugu as the 
official language. Nanduri Ramakrishnamacharya’s cooperation and 
the then government's interest towards Telugu language too proved 
helpful. History of men like Dharma Rao proves how necessary 
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it is for key men to be in key posts for the execution of some 
good schemes. 


Dharmanna is one who had a firm conviction that Telugus 
have a good language, they have a literature of many generations 
and culture of numerous generations. That the Telugus are getting 
oblivious of this cultural heritage, is Dharmanna’s concern. It is 
an acknowledged thing that caught in the trap of material desires, 
longing for material pleasures and thirst for money, Telugu race 
is not evincing interest towards cultural matters. 


But Dharmanna, like many others, didn’t keep quiet. He 
wanted to do something. He gathered like-mined people. He 
didn’t feel it a strain. He didn’t care for the temporary obstacles 
confronted and didn’t shrink back as regards money spending. 
To gather many at a place for good turns is not that easy, yet 
he didn’t lose heart. With the cooperation of friends who lent 
a helping hand, he conducted a meeting in the city, and the 
organisation called ‘Janahita’ was formed. For selecting the 
hundred books to be compulsorily read by the Telugus, how 
many nights without any trace of fatigue were spent by him is 

. known to Puranam, Bommakanti Sreenivasacharyulu and me, who 
sat along with him. It is also known to Muktevi Bharati who 
provided the snacks, and besides to friends like Kasi and the 
like. 


Tt is a fact that all lent a helping hand in the formulation of 
‘Janahita.’ It is also a fact that such organisations do not come 
up by the efforts of any single individual. But, if some one 
or the other were not to play the key role, these things do not 
happen. Dharma Rao is just that type of key individual. His 
resolve is a great one and his fortitude is mighty. That is why 
his effort is marching to fruition. 


Dharmanna would retire from service at the end of this 
March. Many would feel much for getting away from the job 
they are in. It is also natural. Life that went on in a certain 
manner, should search for another way. But Dharmanna seems 
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to be waiting for it. You know why? He thinks, he can spend 
more time on the works he wished to undertake. 


Dharmanna has no awareness about himself. He is not 
concerned about his own affairs. He thinks less about himself. 
His friends consider friendship with such a rare person to be 
very valuable. 

Though he is not a man suited to the present time, Dharma 
Rao is a man necessary and Dharma Rao, unmindful of himself, 
is needed by many. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1992, March 29, 
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THOUGHT PROVOKING 
READING OF STANZAS 


Telugu people speak of themselves greatly saying, 
in other languages there is no such thing as the 
reading of stanzas tunefully as in Telugu. There is 
a device of reading stanzas in the staging of dramas 
blending with tunes. Even now Akkiraju Janardana 
Rao sings stanzas well, in such a fashion. 


Singing stanzas in accordance with some tunes is 
different and to sing them by dividing the word 
combinations suitable to the thought is something 
different. There are people who mar the very 
beauty of a combination of words in a stanza 
concerning a situation where Arjuna taunts Krishna 
to the effect that he is the killer of his uncle Kamsa 
who sent for him in affection. The words are 
divided in such a manner as to make the word 
combination ‘send for’ ridiculous. In dramas felicity 
in hearing is the main aim. In literature engendering 
thought and emotion is important in the reading of 
stanzas. If the audience are of an aesthetic 
disposition, they can enjoy the thought in the stanza. 
Reading of stanzas is only for such an experience. 

Poets composing metrical stanzas devise their own 
trend in reading stanzas. Those who heard Krishna 
Sastry say, that he read well his own stanzas and of 
those others in the meetings. It seems, audience used 
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to be entranced as if by chanting of: hymns! (It has been a 
decade since N. Nirmala Devi, who obtained a doctorate degree 
for her research on Krishna Sastry promised to play for me the 
tape containing the recording of his stanza reading.) 


In reading of Telugu stanzas there is a trend (as in writing 
of stanzas) of Viswanatha Satyanarayana. As writing stanzas 


similar to him was a fashion, reading stanzas like him was also 


such a fashion. Juvvadi Gowthama Rao, reads stanzas of 
Satyanarayana in such a trend, in a manner more delightful than 
that of Satyanarayana. 


There are men who besides displaying skill in writing stanzas 
can also exhibit dexterity in reading them. 3 


Madhunapantula Satyanarayana Sastry, Utpala 
Satyanarayanacharyulu and Bethavolu Ramabramham are some of 
those. Dasaradhi’s way of reading a stanza used to be grand. 
His reading, by raising his voice as if roaring “It is I, snapping 
the shackles of Telangana raised my voice to the sky, grinding 
the cloud, cooking as idlis, and consuming them, belched,” even 
after three decades and a half still clangs ia my ears. 


Our misfortune is, the reading of stanzas by poets remains 
in our memories only. Poets of free verse writing poems fit 
to be read in silence are recording their voice in cassettes, with 
the assistance of Manjeera Writers’ Association and generosity of 
‘Ranjani’ of the A.G.’s Office. A stanza to be read to others 
in a loud manner is getting concealed in print. Does this 
generation have the responsibility to hand over tradition to future 
generations, or not? Who is to undertake such a task? 


Some authorities like that of Telugu University may undertake 
this task. If the Telugu Department submits proposals for such 
a project won't G. Rama Reddy, Chairman of U.G.C. be helpful? 


Iam unaware whether the authorities of universities can take 


up this task or not, but Abburi Varada Rajeswara Rao testified 
that he could take up such a task. 


CCO. Vasishtha Tripathi Collection. Digitized By Siddhanta eGangotri Gyaan Kosha 


AA m 


Thought Provoking Reading Of Stanzas 111 


Varada is a strange man. At the very first acquaintance with 
him, he can turn us upside down by deluding us that he is a 
cynic. But if he wishes to achieve anything he can attain it with 
a resolve. He is also an adept in gleaning resources, a daring 
person who gets things done. He arranged reading of stanzas 
in Ritz hotel, in the centre of Hyderabad on Sunday, the 19% 
of January, 1992, between 11.00 A.M. and 1.30 P.M. Juvvadi 
Gowthama Rao, in a delightful way read the stanzas of modern 
poets to the audience. This programme was recorded on video. 


At the start, Bommakanti Sreenivasacharyulu put in the 
introduction and in continuation Gowthama Rao read the stanzas 
of poets he chose. Stanzas from Madbukalasam (Container of 
Nector) of Rayaprolu Subba Rao, Mallikamba and Vuhaganalu, 
(Lay of Fancy) of Abburi Ramakrishna Rao, Panasala (The Pub) 
of Duvvuri Rami Reddy, from the anthology, Pallaki (Palanquin) 
of Devulapalli Krishana astry, ‘Piradous,’ and poems of short 
length of Jashua and at the end from ‘Andha Bhikshuvu,’ (Blind 
Mendicant) ‘Neeradhamu,’ (Sea) (anthologised in ‘Vaitalikulu’ 
(Bards) and Sivadhurbhangam (Snapping Siva’s Bow) (Ramayana 
Kalpavriskham) of Viswanatha Satynarayana. 


Bommakanti Srinviasacharyulu wrote either a stanza or a 
fragment of a stanza on each of these poets. He said, ‘Rayaprolu 
is the very Bhagiratha,’ ‘Abburi is a poet who diffused tenderness 
and mellifluousness of Telugu, filling it in his stanzas,’ ‘Duvvuri 
Rami Reddy,’ is the delightful parsi poet, the lord of the pub 
and the divine cow,’ ‘Jashuwa’s poetry as the brilliant gold-laced 
sari to the maiden of Telugu diction,’ ‘Krishna Sastry is the 
Pururava of his fanciful inamorata,’ ‘Viswanatha is the moon risen 
out of the sea of Viswanatha dynasty,’ ‘gold belt to the waist 
of goddess Sarada,’ and extolled them as per the literary tradition. 


In the same order, Gowthama Rao read the stanzas of the 
respective poets. I was a little dispirited individually when Nayani 
Subba Rao, who demonstrated a romantic urbanity and 
Philosophical profundity in poetic composition and used the ours 
as the vehicle for his poetic peregrination, was not found in the 
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above order. Probably, sensing, it Varada Rajeswara Rao, 
consoled me saying, in the second round Nayani’s stanzas would 
be there, which meant, they assured me, that it was only a 
beginning and not the end! Let us hope, they would stand by 
their word. 


There are some things to be noticed in Gowthama Rao’s 
reading of stanzas. He read stanzas of some poets referring to 
the copies he had with him. He got by -heart at least some 
stanzas of almost all the poets. He read the lyric of Krishna 
Sastry’s ‘Malleeswari,’ without referring to the paper. Later the 
undermentioned stanza from the play ‘Dhanurdasu,’ was read. 


O! my sire, this existence is a long burnt land; 

at least for once let your gracious look, the stream 

of the monsoon clouds, be showered on me, 

may be this fire of desires, the soul may experience coolness. 
O! Lord! 


Thought it was read sometime back, it seemed to have been 
rediscovered. The audience were entranced as though by the 
chanting of hymns when this was read with a good pronunciation, 
and dividing the word combinations in a thought provoking 
manner. 


Similarly, the occurrence of the alliteration ‘Ranga’ in the 
‘Kanda’ stanza, with words like ‘heartily, ‘hailing, you as Ranga,’ 
‘as I hail you’ in an unpremeditated manner, and the enhancement 
of the melody by the hailing of ‘Ranga’ in the midst, is a thrill 
experienced only by those present there. 


As regards Viswanatha Satyanarayana, Gowthama Rao, need 
not turn pages and books. He read the stanzas of ‘Neeradhamu,’ 
anthologised in ‘Vaitalikulu,’ (Bards) 


“Then blood was the charioteer of your chariot, 
Tomorrow it would be washed off the wheel, 
In the blood stains of people there 


What sign could be found, my lord! to say this is mine” 
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when the above stanza was read, the response of the audience 
for the emotional intensity was clearly marked. Besides, these, 
he read stanzas from ‘Andha Bhikshuvu’ (Blind Mendicant) 
(reminding me that it is the stanza I liked) the stanza, ‘this way, 
the soft moonlight enveloped by autumnal clouds’ from ‘Love 
Lays of Girikumar’ and stanzas in the context of snapping Siva’s 
bow’ in ‘Kalpavriksha’ and delighted the audience. 


Though it is not supernatural to be one of the audience in 
the meeting, congratulating Varada who conducted such a 
wonderful meeting and Gowthama Rao, I say it is an 
extraordinary experience. I don’t know when the opportunity 
to view this on video would arise! 


A flash at the end: In this article as well some other essays 
earlier, the use of ‘I’ the first personal pronoun was used while 
expressing my personal experiences and opinions. Of late, theorists 
of language with half-baked knowledge, providing odd 
explanations and distorted comments, have arrived on the scene. 
(See Supplement of Eenadu, Sunday 19-01-1992) I don’t’ know 
when they would realise, there are many connotations to ‘I’ 
besides the ones they know! Endless is the time. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1992, February 2. 
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NANDURI, LOFTIER 
THAN AWARDS 


Nanduri Ramamohana Rao is introduced in the 
meetings as a senior journalist, but he is multi-faceted; 
he is seen in many incarnations. The garb of a 
poet is one among those. His poetry has a place in 
the post-romantic age. (1940-1960) Cartoon poetry 
of political innuendo is a special branch in Telugu. 
Poets like Sri Sri, Devipriya, Alisetty Prabhakar and 
Wahed, seem famous in this school of poetry. Nayani 
Subba Rao, the romantic poet of the former days, 
wrote such poetry in Andhra Prabha, daily, around 
1960. Many of the present do not know that earlier 
to all these, Nanduri Ramamohana Rao, wrote such 
poetry in Andhra Patrika, weekly. A long time back 
he gave us the novels of Mark Twain and Stevenson 


by translating them into Telugu. He wrote lyrics to - 


the cartoon stories of ‘Mitra Labham’ (Benefits with 
Friends) and “Mitra Bhedam.’ (Dividing Friends) He 
is seen as a physicist in “Viswarupam,’ (Evolution of 
the Universe) and a biologist in ‘Naravataram’ 
(Evolution of man). ‘Viswadarsanam’ (Account of 
World Philosophies) can be said to be a grand effort, 
wherein he handed us the western and eastern 
philosophical discourses in as palpable a form as of 
that of a banana peeled and handed to us. And all 
these were written while discharging his duties as 


editor of daili 
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A single person writing so many is really a wonder, Having 
a deep knowledge of so many sciences is all the more wonderful. 
It seems, people like me engaged in linguistic research and 
contenting with literary picnics now and then, are not eligible to 
stand straight before him. I do not know whether he studied 
linguistics or not but the talk he delivered in the Telugu 
Convention in Bangalore, on the spread of language is scientific. 
Though he contributed so much, Nanduri Ramamohana Rao, is 
a simple individual without any awareness of a lot of his 
contribution. If you come across some writers, the very second 
minute, they would tell you that he wrote an article on a certain 
topic in some journal. It is better not to talk about the ego 
of the poets. Ramamohana Rao wouldn’t disclose unless insisted 
repeatedly. When one looks at him, he gives an impression that 
he is not interested in speaking to people. He seems to be a 
man of strong likes and dislikes and perhaps, prejudices too. He 
agreed about this while writing a preface to the first volume of 
my ‘Cheratalu,’ with the title of ‘bumble bee’ of Rayaprolu. He 
said, perhaps his hearing of someone speaking of my extremist 
views to him, stood as a barrier between us. On it, I felt glad 
for his accepting the existence of something like a prejudice. 
Many wouldn’t agree but there wouldn’t be men without 
prejudices. Having prejudice is not a crime but to agree about 
it, there should be courage. But one should see to it that it 
doesn’t stand as an obstacle for a balanced view. He was 
successful in this aspect. I feel, as regards many matters, I could 
view overcoming prejudices. There is need to say once and 
again, that Ramamohana Rao’s works are purveyors of 
knowledge, but his individuality can be well felt in his minor 
works. Reading of his volume of minor essays being 
anthologised recently under the title Journey of Letters would 
engender wonder at his taste and multifariousness. He has love 
for music, literature, painting, cinemas, why limit RE ee 
particular thing, he is fond of all the best things in the world, 


d artists. 
as acquaintance and elementary knowledge of arts ani 
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He has a sensitive resonant heart and the language and style to 
express. It seems, he sang songs too and was considered a 
. mini Pankaj Mullick. He sang his song, “It is time for the arrival 
of the Lord,” to Tilak and was commended. Not only that, 
it seemed Tilak requested him to arrange for such a tune even 
for his song. I neither have the extensive knowledge, nor the 
multifariousness of tastes comparable to that of Ramamohana 
Rao. I don’t’ have any knowledge of music and painting and 
don’t’ watch pictures too. But while I read his ‘Journey of 
Letters,’ he appears more intimate than I hitherto reckoned. As 
regards many things, our tastes coincide. 


Like me, he too likes romantic poetry and we can also find 
how enraptured he would be by reading Krishna Sastry. He 
has also a close knowledge of Krishna Sastry, and he stored 
those impressions like a treasure trove. I don’t have that much 
acquaintance with Sastry, but among the poets of those days as 
regards Nayani Subba Rao alone, I have intimate knowledge. I 
consider it to be a very valuable treasure. The impression of 
that knowledge and the influence it exercised over my individuality, 
is not altogether less. This ‘Journey of Letters’ begins with 
Krishna Sastry and ends with the praise of his individuality. This 
I feel, is not incidental. He is as fond of Sri Sri as he is of 

Krishna Sastry. In him, for some reason and at some time, a 
prejudice developed regarding an ‘extremist.’ But he has the 
power to view writers and works, by overcoming it. The one 
feature found in Ramamohana Rao’s works, is speaking out 
fearlessly what he considers to be the truth.. Outwardly, he seems 
to be gentle, but doesn’t seem to be that gentle. He has the 
power to say somethings harshly. Observe what he says in the 
last paragraph while writing of Munimanikyam Narasimha Rao 
in the series “Telugu Splendours’ under the title, ‘Gem of the 
Narrators.’ “There is no danger of his writings after ‘Kantham 
Kathalu,” ever being considered as invaluable ornaments to goddess 


Saraswati of Andhra Litera id, wi initi 
ture. It can be s: tial 
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writings reserves of his humour have been exhausted. Some 
write a little and generate a feeling, how good it would be, if 
they write a little more. The recent works of Munimanikyam 
reveal that he wishes to be considered so.” Many do not have 
the pluck to express opinions so fearlessly about writers and 
works.. If one tries to gain praise from all, he wouldn’t be able 
to please anyone. There is a horrible state in the literary world. 
They can’t stand criticism and praise wouldn’t be enough. One 
would become a long-time enemy, if he is criticised once after 
he is praised for ten times. That is why, being sincere to oneself, 
is the only way! Ramamohana Rao, is such a critic. In the minor 
essays of Ramamohana Rao, there are many greater things to be 
noticed. One such is, attempting literary criticism in such a casual 
manner as if speaking about ordinary matters. Writing of 
Krishna Sastry, he said, “Though he sang of hunger, it was only 
in a trilling note,” which means that though he wrote poetry 
similar to progressive one, the diction of romantic poetry didn’t 
forsake him. Explaining the keenness of his conversational ability, 
he said, “He talks in such a way that we do not know whether 
he is pricking us with a twig of roses or is praising.” He 
commented about Krishna Sastry’s paradoxical word combinations 
as “boiling of moonlight by the notes of the flute,’ ‘flames of 
happiness’ and ‘burning of coldness’ etc. Writing of Kodavatiganti 
Kutumba Rao’s prose he said, “Kutumba Rao is one of our 
foremost writers who shaped Telugu prose style without the 
apparency of writing superior Telugu prose.” In fact, the essence 
of this sentence applies to Ramamohana Rao too. Only a few 
can write Telugu prose resembling Telugu. Sri Sri, Chalam, Buchi 
Babu and the like didn’t write Telugu prose resembling Telugu. 
Chellapilla Venkata Sastry, Sripada Subrahmaya Sastry, Viswanatha 
Satyanarayana wrote Telugu prose similar to Telugu. 

Telugu prose of Nanduri Ramamohana Rao is of such a 
type. Hes oe without sacrificing beauty clearly were ee 
the, subject qWaluecaRdion HER Metriment Aime Pare a 
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Ramamohana Rao, thinks, there are differences of opinions 
between him and me regarding the usage of language. They 
are not considerable. He thinks, I defend the usage of ‘by’ for 
transitives and ‘of in the possessive. I never wrote ‘mariyu’ (and) 
I didn’t say that ‘of can be used as in the Harikatha renderings 
of myths, but I opined, in some contexts where a vocative term 
is wanting to indicate relation between two names, this would 
fill the need. Many, including Gidugu Ramamurthy, in my view, 
have developed misconceptions, regarding ‘by’ for transitives. But, 
Ramamohana Rao seems to have changed somewhat in this aspect. 
Tt does not mean, he is freely using ‘by’ but he is not so peeved 
at ‘by’ as in the former days. I didn’t also contend that it can 
be used freely, but my defence is only to the extent of saying 
that one shouldn’t get topsy turvy down to avoid ‘by.’ He feels, 
as a linguist it is very amusing to me to legitimise all wrong 
usages. My view is that Sanskrit spellings shouldn’t be altered 
and I also agree that contradictory word combinations shouldn’t 
be freely used. Prefixing consonants in Telugu words with vowel 
beginnings is not agreeable to me. By force of habit or 
something else he uses consonants in Telugu with words of vowel 
beginnings which is not agreeable to me. By force of habit or 
something else he uses consonantal grammatical augments. 
Though he didn’t say openly, it seems he thinks, I am opposed 
to beauty in composing prose. My only contention is, clarity of 
meaning, rather than figurative expression, is to be given more 
importance. For this reason I like Ramamohana Rao’s prose. 
As an instance, writing of Gora Sastry, he said, “Intellectual 
vigour, pride and a little astringency are manifest.” The charm 
of words accomplished through these words without any damage 
to the meaning of the words is not of a lesser grade. Isn’t the 
metaphor used in the first paragraph, introducing, ‘First Case,’ 
the anthology of stories of Bina Devi cited hereunder, delightful. 
- “The whole story seems like an enraged, roaring waterfall. Bina 
Devi’s gracious humanism flashes like a rainbow from the water 


= spray of the angry waterfall.” Ram 7 icati 
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of his ‘Journey of Letters’ to his journalist disciple and story 
writer, Ponugoti Krishna Reddy is an excellent example for his 
democratic disposition. 


By their presentation of an award this time Too, to a great 
Telugu writer, the credibility of Appajosyula-Vishnubhotla 
Foundation has been enhanced. Nanduri Ramamohana Rao is 
a writer loftier than awards. =i 


Vartha, 
1998, January 4, Sunday, 
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BHADRIRAJU KRISHNA MURTHY, 
THE ALTERNATE WORD FOR 
LINGUISTICS 


It seems language would not be commensurate 
to write about Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy, it does 
not mean it is really so. The defect is not of the 
language; it is mine. He is a man who worked 
without a let up for the development of language 
by dint of spreading of modern linguistics. 
According him honorary membership, The Linguistic 
Society of America similar to displaying the sky in 
a mirror, described him in brief as “The foremost 
living linguist of India.” Language would not seem 
a suitable vehicle for my effort to put it into Telugu. 
Speaking of him in the tradition of the Telugus as 
‘The Lion among the Linguists.’ ‘The Crest Jewel 
of Language Dame’ and such other metaphors, 
would amount to saying nothing about him. 


To me, with forty years’ intimacy with him, to 
say anything about him in this context, would be 
embarrassing. Coming down to the context, my 
teacher born on June 19, 1928, (the second day after 
full moon in the intercalary Ashadha) turned a blissful 
Septuagenarian. Very shortly felicitation, shorn of 
pomp, is going to be arranged. On June 19, disciples 
close to him in a Meeting of the closer ones, 
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befittingly, felicitated him. But this felicitation is likely to be 
arranged because he is not a man only for closer ones. 


Intimate knowledge with my teacher is a special experience. 
I could have called it a divine experience — but it was not always 
so. That is why our relations are as complicated as the human 
life. That is the speciality in Krishna Murthy. . . 


He loves men whole-heartedly. But he imposes limitations to 
it. He does not allow a certain feeling to ‘dominate him; there 
are resolves and relaxations, but it is a little hard to identify 
them. 


My teacher is a perfect being. He too had all types of 
experiences. He experienced woe and weal in the same order. 
He can hate those whom he loves and can once again love. If 
it comes to that, he can exhibit both of these simultaneously. 
As I happened to be the recipient of many of his changing 
moods, I had experienced everything. Of the two, mercy and 
haughtiness, I feel, he may not be the subject of the latter one, 
the influence of the provocative forces would also have been 
there. 


The thing to be recollected on this occasion is, that it was 
Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy who identified the research scholar 
of linguistics called Chera and it was Nayani Krishna Kumari 
who made it possible. It was Prof. Gerald Kelly who provided 


shelter and training and got it provided. This trio’s collaborative’ 


direction moulded the person known as Chera. Though it is 

Not printed, his excellent thesis on “Telugu Verbal Bases’ was 

completed a long time back. A long time back he published 

an article on the transformation of time even before the thesis 

in Telugu. The.essay on the coalescence of letters in modern 

Telugu too was printed. The very first glossary of vocation 
vocabulary in India is under preparation. 

i i t out of the poetic tipsiness. 

KWATA Re DES a SEIN ee oe 
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I would be lost in poetic tipsiness, he used to point out the sea 
shore around the solitary building of the Department of Telugu 
and say, “Bury your poetry here.” Even a long time before that 
Abburi Ramakrishna Rao, buried my teacher’s poetry. 


But it did not turn out to be a burial but to be storing it 
in a place; this very week it is about to be published in an 
anthology. In it there is a long poem titled, ‘Matru Sandesam’ 
(Mother’s Message) and some shorter pieces. By seventeen itself, 
he became adept in writing verse. Like him, his verse was 
simultaneously mature and clear. What a command over language 
and prosody at such a young age! I wonder how, my teacher 
who wrote such excellent stanzas, could conceal them for such 
along time. (over half a century) How much restraint is needed 
for it! He is not an enthralling speaker, he is not a teacher to 
hold students by jokes. It would be agreeable only to those 
who can attain intellectual emotion. In the academic year 1977- 
78, Russian scholar, Nikita Gurov, I and some other fellow 
scholars sat down as sensible students in his classes on 
comparative study of Dravidian languages and learnt things. I 
am not aware of others, but to Gurov-and me over forty years, 
this is a great and an unforgettable experience and an intellectual 
one at that. His way of explanation and new way of thinking, 
strike wonder among the research scholars. 


If anyone poses the question, ‘What has Bhadriraju Krishna 
Murthy given to the nation? (Why to the nation? to the world 
at large) again I feel short of language. He gave a new turn 
to the research on Dravidian languages. His work... published 
after his research in Pennsylvania University and as identified by 
one Andrei Soburg in her review, is a book of wider range 
than the title indicates. Every article he published later at the 


national and international levels is a new addition to the study 
of Dravidian languages. 


The grammar of hill language he published after tours over 


many Weeks, and toil Eti logg-peciosldcanabe-aconperetiesha 
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and ideal model for descriptive grammars. By this ‘grammar of 
hills,’ the very picture of sub-groups of Dravidian languages has 
changed. How much I enjoyed while teaching this grammar in 
typology class! How many details can be extracted! It is a 
grammar which is an admixture of perfection and sincerity. This 
book is still available at the Hill Tribes? Welfare Department, 
Hyderabad. The scheme for glossaries of vocational vocabulary 
is excellent. In the glossary of the vocabulary of agricultural 
vocation, there has been a clear division of Telugu dialects and 
the principles formulated for it are the first formulated ones. 


In the same book, a clear division between the regional and 
group elements in the Telugu dialects was for the first time made. 
For the first time, we find in this glossary of vocational 
vocabulary alone the division of the words by their forms, into 
alternate words, variants and by differences in pronunciation, 
without losing the wealth of words collected. The history of 
Telugu Language for which he undertook responsibilities of 
collection and editing is still a standard work. An anthology of 
his essays written in Telugu is going to be published. His Telugu 
Prose is a good example for his scientific style. 

In collaboration with J.P.L. Gwynn, he wrote a Telugu 


grammar and accorded a new brilliance to Telugu language. 
There are many more, I haven’t mentioned. 


In the administrative sphere, he is strict. Similar to the fame 
he earned as a scholar, he gained reputation as an able 
administrator. Though he was in higher positions over long 
periods and was caught in the tangles arising thereof, he did not 
give up his research which needs to be specially mentioned as 
a remarkable thing. To him alone, it is possible. Though there 
are many things to be said about him. I will conclude this with 
a sentence of Velcheru Narayana Rao. 


i i those who 
“Krishna Murty is a very elderly person among 
AY efforts fab’ fale fopmbidible Pfciimiation of ghe Gpberesal 
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thought in Telugu. The plans he prepared, his ways of thinking, 
the theories:he propounded and the students he trained all at a 
time placed Telugu language some centuries forward and 
positioned it in the twentieth century.” 


Andhra Jyothi, 
1998, June 6, Monday. 
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BEST WISHES TO INTELLECTUAL 
SPLENDOUR 


Demarcation of generations among the. 


contemporaries is not an easy job. It is difficult to 
draw a certain dividing line. There is a lot of 
arbitrariness in this. Kovela Sampathkumaracharya, 
(26-06-1933) a little senior to me, is of our 
generation. He retired as Professor in Telugu of 
Kakatiya University at the end of June, 1993. 


Among those of our generation, men of such 
intellectual and scholarly opulence, are rare. His 
studies started with the long poems of Kalidasa. His 
own father, Rangacharyulu, was his first teacher. His 
oriental studies helped him to acquire great 
scholarship is Sanskrit and Telugu. All his English 
"studies were of his private efforts. He wrote poetry, 
stories and literary criticism and analysed prosody 
by heaping it up. He got the distinction of the 
best teacher. He is a farmer who indulged in literary 
farming without getting dejected at anytime though 
he did not get suitable posts at the proper times. 

He published some from Gadhasaptasati, as 
savoury legends. He composed a masterly work 
of a hundred stanzas titled ‘Antarmadhanam’ (Soul 
searching) with the refrain “Yatindravyaja Ramanuja. 

to the Saintly) In between, he 
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‘Pranaya Kavitaradhya’ (The Steed of Amorous Poesy) he wrote 
essays to the journal ‘Sravanti,’ on the love poetry of Krishna 
Sastry, Nayani, Vedula, Rayaprolu and Viswanatha. He contributed 
many critical articles on the long poems of the old and modern 
times. He is a literary scholar with a deep knowledge of modern 
literature besides scholarship of the traditional long poems. 


All these are of one facet, his efforts on prosody are another 
facet. He is the sole elderly source who can authoritatively speak 
on the Telugu prosodic traditon. 


In 1960, Sahitya Akademi held a competition on Telugu 
prosody. Along with Gidugu Sitapati and Ravuri Doraswamy 
Sarma, he took part in the competition. Of the three best 
works, Sampatkumara’s was one. Then I was studying in Andhra 
University. I still remember, Abburi Ramakrishna Rao, one of 
the adjudicators of the competition, telling me that of the three, 
Sampatkumara’s was entirely comprehensive. Though Sitapati’s 
book was awarded the prize in the competition, the other two 
books were also considered good books and were given financial 
assistance by the Akademi. In Sampatkuamra’s book only there 
is a comprehensive analysis of modern prosodic patterns. 
(including free verse) This book was first printed in 1962 and 
later it was printed for the second time in 1990. He wrote 
extensive and standard prefaces to the ‘Lakshana Sangrahamu’ 
(Compendium of Metrical Features) of Kuchimanchi Timmakavi 


(171) and ‘Sukavi Manoranjani’ (Enthraller for Good poets) of 
Kuchimanchi Venkata Raya. 

It was only Sampatkumara who for the first time seriously 
considered about the features of free verse (prosody!) in Telugu. 
During the days when indistinct proposals like swing, beat and 
internal rhythm were being made, he put forward the proposal 
(1964) of lyrical foot. There is more clarity in this than the 
earlier proposals. The substance of this proposal is that in free 
verse, division of lines would be according to thought. 


In the article published in the annual issue of Andhra Patrika 


of 1972, titled ‘free y — rejecti 9 i 
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examined Sampatkumara’s Proposal and rejected it. Form them 
on a lengthy dispute about prosody ran in Bharati for a long 
time between him and me. The entire dispute was printed with 
the title, ‘Free verse — Feature Discussion,’ and we dedicated it 
to Nayani Subba Rao. Though by name it was the discussion of 
free verse features, discussion about the real features of prosody 
was conducted and many interesting matters were mentioned. 
Many extraordinary things came to light. The discussion that 
went on without personal raillery, greatly attracted lovers of 
literature. Both of us learnt a lot by the discussion. It was 
only by his telling me I came to know that the tradition of feet 
in the old metrical stanzas was not there from the beginning 
and found place during the latter times. It was only through 
him, I could learn that metrical feet had no scientific form and 
they are mere mnemonic devices meant for identification. I think, 
even the readers knew the matters we learnt. From then on, 
both of us have been disputing now and then. Our dispute 
concerning free verse did not end. In the seminar on free verse 
in the literary forum of Telugu University, Rajahmundry, in 1990, 
both of us presented papers from our points of view. My 
article was printed in the 1991 March, issue of the journal ‘Telugu’ 
of the Telugu Akademi under the title ‘Free verse/ poetry: 
Difficulties in defining structural strategies. I think 
Sampathkumara’s paper, is about to be published in the book 
“New Findings on Telugu Prosody.’ 


Sampatkumara and I are very fond of educational disputes. 
Whenever I said something of Gurajada and Sri Sri in a casual, 
incidental and insignificant manner, Sampathkumara used to pick 
it up and apply it to his theory. Once I cited the piece 
| usly in moraic metre’ in a triputa (@ certain musical eee 
of ‘Vishnu Maya Vilasam.’ In the article I questioned (per: aps 
intending to be somewhat sensational) about the truth = 
hypocrisy in saying, “Gurajada picked up the moraic ne m 
Parsi.” Sampatkumara picked this up as if just paing yr E 
Writing the Preface to Chenna Kesava Reedy’s boo on lyri 
poeri i aet kwaani eGangotri Gyaan Kosha 


AEE E 


128 Crystallized Memories 


Sampatkumara and I have many differences of opinions 
concerning political and literary matters. He is a nationalist, mine 
is internationalism. (at least close) Though I have many disputes 
with socialists and revolutionaries, my inclination is only that way. 
He is an executive member of the National Literary Parishat. 
Digambara poetry does not agree with him. In ‘Chetanavartam’ 
(Whirlpool of Consciousness) that emerged as a counter to 
Digambara poetry, he was not only the spokes man of a theory 
but also composed poetry. Though the usage of language of 
Digambara poets is not agreeable to me to a certain extent, I 
accept the historical role they played. Sampatkumara has no 
good opinion about Gurajada’s poetry but I have regard towards 
it. Though there are so many contradictions, we are not without 
some similarities too. 


Both of us are very fond of Viswanatha’s poetry. When I 
wrote on ‘Andha Bhikshuvu’ (Blind Mendicant) of Viswanatha 
Satyanarayana in my Cheratalu (04.10.1987) he was highly pleased 
and wrote to me expressing his delight saying, “Though for the 
sake of the world, you assume some apparent disguises, there 
is a pure poetic heart in you.” We read good poetry of any 
race and respond to it. The most important of all is we discuss 
our differences in a democratic way. 


Recently when two new poets (ultra modern poets in Afsar’s 
language) burst two crackers on ‘Cheratalu,’ I took it sportively 
but Sampatkumara took it more seriously and expressed his 
disgust at my unconcern. Later he wrote an article directly stating 
that those crackers were neither poetry nor criticism. 


A few days back he wrote a letter to me Stating that he is 
about to publish an anthology of his essays on prosody and 
there would be the undermentioned stanza in the inner pages. 

He like me is a man 
delighted by the art of prosody 
a brook extended into tasteful long poems 
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This sort of experience is very new to me. In response to 
it, I sent him the following stanza by me. 


The effort I put in prosody 

is very little, it doesn’t last longer, but 

our friendship would last, and in token 

the stanza by Sampatkumara and his 
dedication too. 


Reading both of these stanzas Bethavolu Ramabrahmam wrote 
another kanda stanza and sent it. 


A heated dispute over 

theories may take place, but in matters 
of right judgement and righteous 
friendship you are our agreeable teachers. 


Let us for a while set aside the story of this triad of stanzas. 


Literary lovers are assembling on August 2, 1993, in Warangal 
to honour this scholarly poet and literary critic. He is the 
foremost of the present day contributors on prosody, a refined 
literary critic, and a poet of mature verse. He has, in an 
extremely, splendorous manner contributed much to all the genres 
he laid hands on. I consider that the meet of literary lovers 
likely to be held is meant for honouring the intellect of our 
generation. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1993, July, 25. 
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I AM TOO FOND 
OF HIS STANZA 


Suprasanna is a critic and a poet. I am fond of 
his poetry than his critiques. This is not a commentary 
on the quality of his critiques. This is a matter 
concerning my own taste. 


I am fond of Suprasanna, the poet. When I got 
into contact with him forty years back, it was only 
as a poet. He used to read his stanzas and that of 
Viswanatha Satyanarayana rapturously as a poet. 


Suprasanna’s poetry can be divided into the 
following four categories. 


1. Political poetry 

2. Philosophical poetry 
3. Devotional poetry 
4. Pure poetry 


His politics are different from that of mine. I 
call his politics, in my language as ‘patriotic politics.’ 
I am not able to appreciate even the poetry written 
under the urge of political aims of my liking. 
Whatever may be said, as time continues to roll on 
the opinion that, politics are merely a burden to 
poetry, is getting strong. Politics do not in anyway 
Prove good to poetry. I do not also find any good 
that poetry can do to Politics. That is why since I 
do not any how have confidence on Suprasanna’ 

IP ean Rasa 
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politics, and on the whole favourable consideration of political 


poetry is going down, I do not even endeavour to talk about 
Suprasanna’s political poetry. 


Suprasanna is mainly, a philosophical poet. I call that the 
reflections we make which are different from that of daily life 
and the ordinary world, as philosophical ones. Suprasanna’s 
philosophical reflections are metaphysical. But Suprasanna’s 
Vaishnavaite philosophy and Aurobindo philosophy would only 
be known by those acquainted with the respective philosophies. 
I do not have even an elementary knowledge of these 
philosophies. His poetry would be accessible to us when 
philosophical ideas get diluted and reach the stage of devotion. 


His devotional poetry is found in ‘Stuti Prabhandha’ 
(Composition of Praise) and the like. In Suprasanna’s poetry 
devotional frenzy of a Pothana is not found; there would not 
be confessions as in Dhurjati. Suprasanna’s poetry is thought- 
provoking, not frenzied. Now and then he assumes something 
like a frenzy but it would be blown away like the assumed frenzy. 
Devotional poetry devoid of frenzy may be of a little higher 
status than the worshipping of Gods by distinct chanting of 
their names but would not attain the status of poetry. 


Suprasanna, for a large part, wrote devotional poetry blended 
with philosophical reflection. When the philosophical level rises, 
he would not be accessible to men like me, but it does not 
mean, he is not now and then. The sarol Sankra i 
only this. As my mind is unaccustomed to the way O 
ibaa: it is Sea to me. In Panchalaraya Satakam, the 
discermible frenzy is not found. Since he is an accustomed poet, 
some ingenuity and some aesthetics of poetic composition can 
be found. This is a sataka written in madhyakkara stanzas. 
(classical metrical stanza) The refrain with the name of 


‘Panchalaraya’ fitted in the madhyakkara stanza. 


Suprasanna is a poet with a good awareness of prosody. 


He tries to enhance the graces of any stanza Bees ie ; 
ccendeavoursito; wanao inasa Ha SAAR BENAG ayaan Resha 
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former days who exploited such graces was an excellent ideal to 
him and to his paternal uncle. I do not know of the two, 
whose is the undermentioned stanza. But in “Anandalahari” (Tide 
of pleasure) they say, 


| The present life would be enough or not, if not enough 
from how many births we searched for your delightful 
form, for aeons and in the horizon! after 
how many births may we find you, but in the end 
we'll have success 


This long poem penned by the two (1957) was dedicated to 
Satayanarayana. This stanza has been selected by virtue of the 
hint that they would attain Viswanatha’s poetic prowess in the 
words, ‘in the end, we'll have success.” I have a doubt that this 
stanza might be of Suprasanna. In Suprasanna’s poetry (even in 
prose) a mingling of old and modern usage of language can be 
found. Though anantalu (aeons) agrees with grammar, it is an 
old one, still extant in the present grammar pertaining to language. 

Let that be, I think we have been talking now about 
Panchalaraya Satakam. I will mention one or two aspects, I 
noticed in it. In Suprasanna’s poetry ingenuity allied with meaning, 
is often found. This transports language from an ordinary state 
to that of poetry. As an instance, consider the following stanza. 


Lakshmi born out of the container of nectar, on a side, 
Garuda who fetched nectar from heaven, on another side, 
Your feet are the source of the divine river, 


You are the purveyor of nectar, O, delightsome Panchalarayal 


On a side of the idol of Panchalaraya there is Lakshmi and 
on another side is garuda. Both of these are imbued with nectar. 


everything is permeated with nectar. 


Deprecatory method is a way of talking about thin : 
light words are used. THIS cans harara... things. For it, 


a poetic deyi 
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This can be called innuendo. For example, 


| the following stanza, 
may be taken into account. 


To you unaware of the civilised, modern weaponry 

Would your weapon of a wheel be useful, 

Will the conch, mace and bow make you Victorious, 

Arm yourself a little with modern gadgets of war, Panchalaraya. 


Calling the circular weapon of Lord Vishnu, a cart wheel 
together with an adjective, using a corrupted Sanskrit word for 
conch, and ‘flail’ a common word for ‘mace,’ are a part of this 
device. The bow, any how, is the weapon of the hunters of the 
past. There is a method exactly opposed to the above device 
in which there would be hyperbolical words. This method can 
be called ‘hyperbola!’ Consider the following as an example for 
t 


Your abode, the milky ocean, vehicle, the bird flying the skies 
Your consort, Sri Devi, Kaustubha, your ornament, your son 
Is with a golden belly, to an exalted one like you, will 

My plaint reach your ears, saviour Panchalaraya! 


Here, the exaltation is allied to the meaning. The milky ocean 
suggests plenitude, flying in the sky-indicates exaltation, Sri Devi, 
Kaustubham and the golden belly indicate wealth. 

The greatness of restoring madhyakkara in modern times is 
that of Viswanatha Satyanarayana. He put it to use not only in 
his Ramayana but even wrote satakas. Suprasanna, who followed 
the foot steps of Satyanarayana, wrote this sataka in madhyakkaras. 
(1977) He even recollected Satyanarayana in a stanza. 


Viswanadha Satyanarayana’s literary output 

Is the splendour of the venerable agni, 

This, my prabandha, sheltered under the shade of his long poems 
Will engender streams of honeyed fancies, Panchalaryaa. 


How wonderfully, Viswanatha Satyaanrayana's name, wan 
ny \disfiguration Giled.in she-consrencions GbE Asan Kesha 
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I need not say here that Viswanatha Satyanarayana’s impact is 
there on Suprasanna, but in this context the word ‘impact’ is to 
be elaborated a little. As a mirror gets smeared, some undesirable 
shades of meaning gathered around this word in modern times. 
In the society as well as literature there would not be any later 
day development without the impact of the former times. All 
the later day poets adopted the features of the stanza set by 
Nannaya, Tikana and Pothana and just because of it, there had 
been no harm to their creative power and poetic compositions. 
The impact of the poets of earlier times did only prove helpful 
for the progress and extent of the later day poets. When a 
poet paves the way, some more creation in the same vein, would 
be usual. Just so, Viswanatha Satyanarayana opened the windows 
and doors for Telugu poetry. Similar to the poets of old times, 
he too devised new trends in the writing of stanzas. For 
example, in the stanzas of earlier times, vocatives used to be a 
word or a combination of words. Viswanatha used an entire 
sentence for the vocative. In ‘Sasidutamu’ (The Moon’s 
Embassage) there is an address as ʻO! Lord, whose abode is the 
seat of nectar.’ In the same vein, Suprasanna too in ‘Ananda 
Sarasi,’ (Lake of Delight) addressed the Lord, ‘You are the tender 
dewy vine blossoming in the flower bed of my heart,’ and in 


‘Sahasramanmadhamu.’ 


O! Lord, the repository of bow, blossoms and furiousness. 


Satyanarayana is the chief among those who modernised 
Telugu stanza. Along with the language of the long poems of 
earlier times, he also put the patterns of the modern language 
of common parlance to extensive use. He introduced oral 
strategies excessively into written language. By excessive use of 
the patterns of sentence construction in conversational language, 
he brought the language of long poems very close to -the 
- language of common parlance. To say ‘She did everything 

expected! Satyanarayana would give it a formal bookish expression 
as ‘She did all that was expected.’ He picked up usages from 
the language of common parlance without any consideration 
whatsoever, if they would be grammatically correct or no 


t. In 
CCO. Vasishtha Tripathi Collection. Digitized By Siddhanta eGangotri Gyaan Kosha 


I Am Too Fond Of His Stanza 135 


‘“Maswami’, (our Lord) he says in the language of common 
parlance ‘For even a trifle, till now, there is none other than you, 
for our rescue.’ In a stanza of Balakanda of Ramayana 
Kalpavriksha, by using the incoherent words ‘tanolamulu,’ (you 
are Ramulu) “What's the name of father?’ and ‘Dachatamalalu,’ 
(Darasardha Maharaju) of children, we can see to what lengths 


Satyanarayana went in the use of the language of common 
parlance. 


In prose as well as verse Satyanarayana welded the language 
of long poems closer to the language of common parlance. 
By introducing the force of modern language into the language 
of earlier times, he injected new blood. Not that the other poets 
did not do so, but in particular, writers of verse only did this. 
Satyanarayana did this very extensively. He did this in such an 
extensive manner that he created a new language for writing. 
Suprasanna too, as regards language, followed the same way. That 
is why in “Adhuna’ (Modern) he says, “I have no pleasure at all. 
I've become the man travelling along the road, penury, grief, 
emotions, visible dharmas, sayings of Vedanta and inaction turn 
into an emotion, everything blossoms anew.” In the piece, 
‘Laughter in the Dark,’ he says, these sorrows are endless, things, 
the heart wishes for, would not be available.’ In ‘Ananda Hela’ 
(‘Dance in pleasure’) he says, ‘how the mighty bond between me 
and the earth would be sundered?’ 


While writing verse Suprasanna, introduced forms of the 
language of common parlance into the language of long poems. 
His work like ‘Satankuram’ is in free verse but he chiefly used 
language of common parlance and for variety in the poetic 
language, he unhesitatingly made a perfect use of the differences 
in both the languages. 

Suprasanna might be rigid in politics of his conviction but he 
is the embodiment of inconsistencies. He endeavours to give us 
a taste of a coordinated language. Writing in the language F 
long poems, he tries, to provide a taste of the opan a 
See Mos iparlgacecolaithe ngus eNe NA eyan i 
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it in a language similar to prose. Saying, he would write free 
verse, he slips into prose smacking of a stanza and a lyric. 
Attempting to reveal philosophical truths, he visualises romantic 
dalliances and wishes to blend philosophy with romance. 


The above are not my allegations against Suprasanna; they are 
examples of his balanced view of this world and the different 
things. I wished to say ‘coordinated view,’ but the word, of 
late, lost its proper application. 


In the very first stanza of ‘Pondicherry Lyrics’ portraying an 
environment of extreme piety he says... 


In the front a flower shop, companion of desires 
The eyes of women florists radiating silvery moon light, 
Rainbows of flowers inebriated by an excellent experience 
What an enticement - this also is the material 

for the Lord’s worship 


What a conversational ingenuity was enveloped around the 
word ‘women florists’ in Prabandha literature! 


In the seventeenth stanza of Satankuram which can be called 
a sataka in free verse he describes the rangolis drawn by the 
tender toes of a Christian maiden of thirty years, specialising in 
folklore. In this context I recollected the stariza, “Leaning on 
to the post of the palm leaf canopy, with a head bent and 
shyness enveloping her, the belle, drawing her toes along the 
ground seemed to be an embodiment of grace,” from Saubhadruni 
Pranaya Yatra of Nayani Subba Rao. Everyone knows that the 


romantic thought ‘drawing toes along the ground’ is famous and 
besides he says, 


“Repressed desires - eyes searching for something sweet 
might be praying to St. Mary ensconced between the breasts” 
and at the end says, ‘She is truly the bearer of divine message.’ 


Lyrics of Pondicheery and Satankuram can be considered to be 
of one category. In both, there are Philosophical reflections and 
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experience, but ‘Lyrics of Pondicheery’ did not gain. much 
attention as that of ‘Satankuram.’ Truly, Satankuram is great poetry 
but ‘Lyrics of Pondicherry,’ are not ignorable. 


This is another example to know what happens in the literary 
world if there is a lack of proper distribution for good poetry. 
Of all the poetic compositions of Nayani Subba Rao, Janma 
Bhoomi can be called a great composition. I came across many 
who haven’t read it. Regarding it also, it is only the absence of 
proper distribution. 

It is not that important, but here a certain thing needs 
mentioning. Read the following stanza from Sahasra Manmadham. 


I should be the Pravara, all the best maidens in the world 
Burning in passion, should approach me 

Not singly, but all at a time should beseech me 

And I should turn down all their passionate desires. 


The ladies should be of broad proportions and they are to 
be maidens. They should all at a time should beseech him! And 
he is to turn down their wishes! Since the present day feminists 
do not read verse and this book would not be easily available, 
even if they wish to, they did not get at his throat. The thought 
in the stanza is truly strange, but I am also not in a position to 


stomach this. 


An incomplete version of the unprinted talk in 
the sexagenarian felicitation of Suprasanna. 
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INTELLECTUAL LAUREL 
TO A SCHOLAR POET 


Ramabrahmam is not new to awards; he got 
many and all those have been helpful for his growth. 
He grew to such an eminence that till now- there 
has been no award in Andhra to suit his calibre. 
This intellectual laurel this time is befitting his intellect 
and this in cognisance of the intellect displayed by 
him so far is aimed at unravelling the intellect still 
concealed in him. 


Intellect springs ever fresh as per the definition 
of rhetoricians of old times. Intellect is constantly 
innovative. Ramabrahmam’s intellect is the one in 
the real sense. Creativity is the soul of intellect. 
Displaying intellect in such a way in everything is 
splendour. 


There are intellectuals who displayed their prowess 
in a sphere of their choice. We rarely find 
intellectuals who displayed their prowess in different 
spheres. Ramabrahmam is one of those rare 
intellectuals. Such ones only are called multifaceted 
intellectuals, 

I have not got on to the dais to leave after 
talking of some ordinary things; I have come only 
to state briefly the intellect I noticed in 
Ramabrahmam. Ramabrahmam became reputed as 
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a poet. His works are not numerous. It is only due to his 
poetic prowess, he attained such repute despite the few works 
he composed. Many say, he did not compose a great, long 
poem; their aim is that he should write narrative poems; such 
ones are being composed. All those are not in a Position to 
last for some years and are getting submerged in time. We 
cannot say how far narrative poems cater to the tastes of the 
present day. With stories in prose in vogue, I do not think, 


-there will be demand for stories in verse. In olden times, sciences 


were written in verse and were read. I suppose at present, 
nobody would read science written in verse and so is a narrative. 
After the narrative parted ways with verse and sought a different 
path, I do not think it would be possible to take to the narrative 
in verse and render it appreciable. Many stanzas, in ill 
resemblance of poetry, have to be written. It does not agree 
with the taste of the moderns. That is why Ramabrahmam 
devised a long poem of a new type without detriment to the 
old feature yet agreeing with the taste of the moderns and it is 
New Godavari. He developed a new one by grafting the modern 
poem of moderate length to the sataka of old times and so in 
New Godavari, the features of a sataka and that of the poem of 
a moderate length too, are found. In a sataka, there would be 
a hundred or a little more stanzas. In New Goadavari, there are 
stanzas, close to a hundred. In Telugu satakas, there would be 
a refrain. In this sataka, there are two refrains. Some stanzas 
do not have any. It is the opinion of Ramabrahmam that refrain 
is not an essential feature of a sataka and it is only a secondary 
feature. The important feature of a sataka is self-revelation aimed 
at the reader or the audience. In the very beginning of the 
long poem there is ‘O mother, the splendorous ae o 
Andhra,’ an address not amounting to a refrain, at the end o 
the stanza. In the third line of the eighth stanza, there is another 
address ‘O, river!’ In the second and fourth stanzas a is i 
address at all. In all the other stanzas, either the refrain p5 

3 j ‘New Godavari 
‘Gowthami’ or ‘Godavari’ occurs. That is why 
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champakamala and utpalamala. The refrain ‘Gowthami’ suits the 
four traditional metrical stanzas, he put to use. But the name 
‘Godavari’ is the one in wide circulation and use, but it would 
not fit in champakamala and utpalamala; sardulam and mattebham are 
only to be utilised. For displaying variety, he used both the 
addresses and the four traditional metrical stanzas. Though a 
sataka is a collection of stanzas standing apart, according complete 
sense, there can be similarity of thought in some stanzas. Due 
to this, there is a possibility of dividing the sataka into some 
fragments. Such fragments in New Godavari were identified and 
“to indicate them certain symbols were used in print. Therefore 
` ‘New Godavari’ can be called a collection of poems of moderate 
length. There is thematic unity in all the stanzas and so it can 
also be called an extensive-poem of moderate length. Self 
revelation and addresses are there. As there is also a refrain in 
a large number of stanzas, it can be called a sataka. That is 
why I considered it to be an extensive poem of moderate length, 
with the features of a sataka and a new trend in poetic form. 
Though Yasodhara’s story is an old one, as it was written with 
the injustice meted out to a woman in view, in this collection of 
New Godavari, it has become modern. 


‘There are the Himalayas’ is a description of the mountains 
together with the revelation of the soul, feelings and rapture. In 
this, the spirit for the origin of New Godavari is found. 


Adhunika Gadhavali (Modern Legends) is another innovation 
of Ramabrahmam in poetry. Some have brought the English 
sonnet into Telugu, but it does not seem to have lasted. Ismail 
and the like are trying to introduce Japanese haikus into Telugu. 
Many tried to translate legends of Prakrit into Telugu, but it is 
only Ramabrahmam who endeavoured to write modern legends. 
Brevity and irony are the main features of this. Though for a 
Sreater part it is concerning romance, all the human emotions 
are themes for these. In the legends there are stanzas expressing 


tke old ideas in a new form. For instance, look at the following 
ne. 
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Woman, with husband away from home, please listen! 
when you throw a Piece of stone, they may slip, 

O woman keep the bangles safe at home and move out 
to keep a vigil over the field of pigeon pea 


Though here and there old 


ideas are found many stanzas 
express new ideas. 


Friend, driving in pleasure and derision’ 

and saying, scooters of the city can’t surpass youl 
Leave your wife on the pillion, at home for once 
then you will know. 


By friendship, in the name of movement 

and by intimacy developed thereon 

going to the maid’s room, the comrade made advances 
then she raised the red flag. 


Red colour is the symbol for halting a train and for revolution. 
By indication of two meanings two pleasant meanings occur. 
Raising the red flag may mean that the maid prevented him or 
turned against him. It is not just that, it also indicates the power 
of the present day women. All these legends are of a type and 
the last one is distinctly of another type. It can be found by 
the following stanza. . 


The watchman’s job held by the father 

was given to his son, on the father’s retirement 
when his mother was shortening the khaki trousers 
her heart was overpowered by grief 


The indication of a system in which a labourer’s son once 
again becomes a labourer, is excellent. This is the real modern 
experiment. I wish, Ramabrahmam to compose the modern 

tasati in this pattern. 

In all the works of Ramabrahmam, there would be the Be 
of old literary form and there would be the a sprinkling % 
modern ideas Through both of these, he achieved variety 

ty. 
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His intellectual splendour finds expression in such a fashion in 
many matters. What many are not aware, are unconcerned, though 
aware, or forgot is'that Ramabrahmam wrote commentaries on 
grammar in a new way. His thesis for Ph.D. was only on 
grammar, i.e. ‘Influence of Sanskrit and Prakrit Grammars on 
Telugu Grammar.’ 


There is a rule in Chintamani 


Ka, cha, ta, pas are hard consonants : 
ga, ja, da, tha, bas, fluid consonants, others fixed ones. 


The grammars of later times used the words but did not 
explain how these letters derived the nomenclature. 
Ramabrahmam hypothesised that the nomenclature of liquid 
consonants would have been derived from the technical language 
of mathematics known as ‘Saralankam,’ (Pure Mathematics) 


Many disputes occurred over the issue whether the letter ‘n’ 
in Telugu is a grammatical suffix with ‘vu’ as the nominal base 
in Telugu or not, or if it is word-ingrained or not. To it, 
Ramabrahmam added the new idea that ‘n?’ in Telugu is a letter 
‘without any hindrance to the grasping of the meaning suggested 
by the word. 


Chinnayasuri defined that ‘tatsamamu’ (unassimilated borrowing 
into Telugu from Sanskrit but with the termination altered) is a 
language equivalent to Sanskrit and Prakrit, but did not anywhere 
define the equivalents of Prakrit. Ramabrahmam proved that 
the words ‘vrudhdhu, neechu, moorkhw’ end sometimes with’vw’ 
without ‘dung’ (a grammatical suffix devised by Chinnayasuri, a 
Telugu grammarian, to derive its nominal basis in Telugu) only 
by virtue of their being Prakrit equivalents. He raised objections 
even regarding the vowel harmony of the former Dravidian 


He offered seminal comments over many others matters, and 
conducted them in an intellectual and skilful manner. Undertaking 
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mmentaries he appended to the long poems 


I consider myself fortunate in attending the felicitation 
accorded to Ramabrahmam, a multi-faceted intellectual, Lastly, 
I will conclude with a word. Many wealthy only know how 
to earn. They also know earning through exploitation. 


The wealthy here know how to earn and to enjoy. They 


also know spending for good purposes. In our Telangana, the 
situation is a little different 


Talk delivered in Rajahmundry 
on March 5, 1995. 
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BETHAVOLU RAMBRAHMAM, 
THE POET OF ‘NEW GODAVART 


Bethavolu Ramabrahmam is one of the present 
day poets who by his power of sounds, expressive 
talent and power of fancy has made stanzaic poetry 
course through. I won't use worn out words like 
‘a great poet’ but will say, he is a powerful poet. 


I do not know from what time he has been 
writing poetry but I have known him since ‘New 
Godavari,’ a poem of moderate length. People call 
him ‘the poet of New Godavari,’ the reason for it 
being the excellence of the poetic pieces in it. The 
pieces, “There are the Himalays,’ “New Godavari,’ and 
“Yasodhara,’ of it, have drawn the attention of many 
tasteful critics. In “Yasodhara’ the theme is Yasodhara’s 
aside aimed at the Buddha. This is not just like a 
plaintive lay. It is true that pity naturally stirs the 
mind. But it seems, Yasodhara’s character in this 
piece seems to have been interpreted to a certain 
extent from the view .point of the present day 
woman. In an instance, she says, “Our relations as 
a couple have become mutual deceit.” At many 
places she reproaches the Buddha’s universal love. 
She says, “How can you, suffusing your home with 
darkness, light lamps in others’ homes.” See how 
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Should I smear the mire of grief to your legendary 
form, saying, see, how, he, the very ocean of 

pity who made a rumpus when someone wounded 

a petty swan aimed a poisonous arrow at his wife 


The novelty of the foregoing stanza in the use of the word 
‘petty swan’ and the ingenuity of dialogue in using the word 
‘rumpus’ in the present day meaning are noteworthy. In the 
following stanza she says, “You afforded me all types of 
experiences, why don’t’ you now initiate me into the state of 
renunciation.” 


O, lord, you afforded me affection, companionship 
and excessive grief too, my heart’s saturated with 
these, enough, initiate me into renunciation and 


gain the virtue too by bringing down the agitation in my heart 


Using modern idioms and getting hold of the dialogue pattern 
is a part of modernising the stanza. It is not important whether 
the stanza is in bookish language or in the language of common 
parlance. For instance observe the usage ‘my heart is saturated,’ 
In fact it is bookish but observe the mode of speech. ‘Affection, 
companionship, grief too have been afforded,’ sound like the 
pattern of a dialogue. Similarly, ‘Gain the virtue too by initiating 
me into renunciation, O, Lord,’ is also bookish. ‘By initiating 
me into renunciation too gain the virtue of bringing down the 
agitation in my heart!’ is the mode of a dialogue. In modernising 
the stanza, beginning with Tirupati Venakteswara Duo, down to 
Viswanatha Satyanarayana this pattern was adopted. 
Ramabrahmam has become more successful in this pattern. In 
the poem ‘Yasodhara’ most stanzas are vikriditas a type of 
classical metrical stanza) and the rest are ‘mala vrittas.’ (other 
varieties of the classical metrical stanzas) These are generally 
called in Telugu, general vrittas. (classical metrical stanzas) He 
has exploited all the variants, that these prosodic patterns permit. 


i i P ‘New Godavari’ 
The piece “Yonder are the Himalayas’ of the 
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said, “The stanzas under this title (Yonder are the Himalays) stand 
apart from the others.” He also said that all of this is a spiritual 
experience elegantly expressed. Sudarsanam felt that in this piece, 
philosophy, sentiment and lyricism have been strung together. 

In this piece — as identified by Mudigonda Veerabhadraiah - 
Ramabrahmam created new hyperboles. Hyperboles breathe life 
into fancifulness. Along with hyperbole, hallucination, antithesis, 
exaggerations and the like too afford this opportunity. In 
descriptions of nature, the prabandhas abound in hyperboles. 
Look at this example. 


The layers of clouds seem to be 
eggs hidden by the serpent of time 
in the foothills of the Himalayas in 
fear of Garuda and like sloughs 
cushioned between the cliffs of 

this mountain range. 


Mountains evolve in nature, in the course of time. It is 
science, but the poet gives a new expression to it. The serpent 
of time, fearing garuda hid its eggs in the foothills of the 
Himalayas. It arranged its slough as a cushion so that the eggs 
do not grate. Layers of clouds between the cliffs seem to be 
like the slough. What a lofty fancy! Hyperbole indicating the 
loftiness of the fancy and a figure of speech according a form 
to the formless time. This is poetry woven by blending 
Philosophy and myth. It is true that there would be more 
processing difficulty in hyperboles than in similes. But the delight 
attained after comprehension is infinite. 

The inspiration of old poets can be found in the stanza of 
Ramabrahmam. Modern critics mistake inspiration as imitation. 
But to tasteful readers (i.e. the well-educated) this is a pleasant 
py of reminding the old poets. This may be in the beginning 
ot a stanza, in the use of a word or in the compounding of 
words. Look at the following stanza, reminding us of the stanza 
ae bright tints of the twilight ruddiness spread to the far 
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Has any conjuror moving in the sky turned rows 
of trees upside down by the waving of his 
magic wand! if not 

what is this? if you turn your glance 

at the sky, leaves, boughs and trunks 

seem to be embedded in the clouds 


Here the beginning only resembles Srinatha’s, all the other fancy 
is that of Ramabrahmam. In the same piece, he indicated 
‘Pravara’ in the word combination, “to find the efficacy of the 
glue anointed to the feet, the revered Brahmin.” At another place, 
he says, “I would bow to Peddana, but would he envision me 
the divine damsel.” Here there is the hint of ‘Varudhini.’ 


It is natural to a poet or a student of literature going to the 
Himalayas to recollect ‘Kalidasa’ and Peddana. To those who 
perused literature, recollecting the description of those poets is 
also apt. This poet’s reminding us of those is also apt. Observe 
the inspiration of Kalidasa. 


A fond fleece of cloud 

sat snugly on the thigh 

of the king of mountains ; 

as if the divine-souled king of mountains 

is indulged in initiating his infant daughter into play. 


There is the following sloka in Kumara Sambhavam. 


In the northerly direction lies the divine-souled 
Himalaya, the monarch of the mountains. 


In a certain instance, the poet mentions the union of Gauri 
and Iswara and this reminds the union of Siva and Parvati, 
described in the sloka ‘like the conjoining of the word and 
meaning’ in ‘Raghuvamsam.’ Such examples can be cited Bead 
These are found in plenty in Ramabrahmam’s poetry. While 
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The twittering of the parrots by the river bank 
seemed to be the embassy of the Brahmins 
sending them to you in benediction 

that the place you set foot would be hallowed as a 
place of pilgrimage and be verdurous 

and be honoured by the lays of poets. 


In this stanza, there is the melody achieved through the duality 
in meaning, In saying, ‘lays of poets honouring you,’ there is the 
inspiration of Rabindranath’s ‘Geetanjali. By the word ‘Dwija 
Vraatamu’ (company of Brahmins and a flock of birds) the poet 
denoted similarity between the benedicting Brahmins and the 
twittering birds. The word ‘teeraruha’ (rooted on the bank) is 
a novel usage, indicating a tree. 


Many stanzas in the piece New Godavari end with the vocative 
‘Godavari’ or ‘Gowthami.’ All these are vocatives only. As I 
have already spoken about the elegance of this poem in the 
preface I wrote under the title ‘New Godavari - a model for 
extensive poems of moderate length,’ I would not here speak 
at length. This is a new trend, which can be called a new form 
of poem, achieved through grafting the old sataka to the modern 
poem of moderate length. All the stanzas with the refrain 
‘Godavari’ are of ‘vikridita’ metre. With the refrain ‘Gowthami,’ 
‘along with vikridita stanzas, there are ‘mala’ stanzas too. 

Ramabrahmam’s ‘New Godavari’ is an extensive poem of 
moderate length with the attributes of a sataka. I think, this 
ZI of poems in moderate length began with New Godavari 


Ramabrahmam would not feel like writing in a masterly 
fashion or in soft tenor. He would not be bound by a tightly 
mi texture, a badog of loose ‘and tight texture, or a loosely 

mut texture either. He would not be trapped by any of the 
qualities of brilliance, melody or clarity. The ae of a success 
of his stanzas is alternating the different styles suited to the 
context. We can cite from any of his poems. While translating 
the Dogri poet, Tara Smile Puri’s poem from the anthology of 
poetry in Indian languages, titled “The Parrot of Word” from 
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English into Telugu he describes the surging of whirlwinds due 
to the intensity of heat in the month of Ashadha, the drying of 
water fonts and the swaying of the date palms in pleasure. 
Just a little away, while describing the misery of the animals and 
birds, he utilises plain words shorn of pomp. 


The animals, unable to stand in any nook 

of the ground scorching like a copper plate 

heated in the furnace, searched for refuge 

in an agitated manner 

the birds, unable to come out of their Nests 

and with no water to moisten their throats, cried bitterly, 


Scholarship is needed for alternating styles as per the context. 
It alone would not suffice, diligence is also needed. As 
Ramabrahmam has all these, he has found a place in the first 
row of the modern day poets writing metrical stanzas and is in 
a position to be on a par with the old poets. 


Ramabrahmam seems to be adopting stanzaic propriety but 
does not seem to be adopting variety in vrittas. (traditional 
metrical stanzas) ‘tetageeti,’ ‘ataveladi’ (types of native stanzas) of 
the native stanzas seem to have been utilised for humorous and 
philosophical ideas. He does not seem to have used other ‘desi? 
(native) stanzas (except kanda) (a type of metrical stanza.) He 
has not touched the lyrical prosodic forms like the moraic metre. 
Among the vrittas he has utilised champaka mala, utpala mala, 
sardulam and mattebham but has not put other vrittas to use. If 
he writes a great poem or a long poem with a modern theme, 
utilising all these, he would not only enrich stanzaic poetry but 
also Telugu literature. He should undertake this responsibility at 
this juncture when he is about to be freed from responsibilities. 
He has plenty of intellect and scholarship required for it. Why 
delay? 

of a talk delivered at Rajahmundry 
eee on 1995, March 5. 
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PARTNERSHIP IN A PEACEFUL 
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How we got acquainted with those very close to 
us won't be remembered by us at all times. Some 
way or the other, I have had relation with the many 
instances in which Kethu Viswanatha Reddy rose up 
stage by stage similar to ‘the celibate, gradually rose 
to eminent heights.’ I struck acquaintance with him 
some time back in Tirupati, while engaged in research 
on the village names of Cuddapah. I do not 
remember it exactly, whether it was the first time 
we met or not but we three met once when Prof. 
Thammareddy Nirmala was working in Sri 
Venkateswara University. He was a disciple fondled 
by Prof. G.N. Reddy. G.N. Reddy, was my 
companion in America and a very intimate friend. 
Probably, this would have proved helpful for the 
making of our friendship. G.N. Reddy used to feel 
very much worried as Viswanatha Reddy’s research 
did not come to a close soon. Some how, a few 
days afterwards, he concluded his research. 
Surprisingly, the authorities of Sri Venkateswara 
University appointed me as an examiner for his 
research thesis. Then I understood well, his liking 
and regard for research, and I was drawn by his 
interest as a research scholar. Even in the viva, I 


was overpowered by his 
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Later I got a leave of ten months and started research on 
a different subject, but it did not go on well, the reasons for 
it were many. Now, it does not concern but during that period 
Tread very many stories and novels. Then I came across stories 
of Viswanatha Reddy. ‘Hay’ is one of the Stories and ‘The 
Shed of the Images of Mohammedan Saints,’ was another one. 
From then on, I am one of the endeared readers of his stories. 
Viswanatha Reddy is a story writer who got hold of the people’s 
pulse through the people’s language. As a story writer, his sight 
is very savage which means it is very hard and sharp. His grip 
on Telugu language is also powerful. He is one of the few 
story writers who wrote good prose, not amounting to poetry, 
in Telugus stories. When I say, I like his stories, in matters of 
theme, aim, narration and style etc., and in every aspect, they are 
stories to my liking. 


Most write in a vague manner, elaboration would be needed. 
Clarity is the best feature in Viswanatha Reddy’s works. If you 
do not consider it strange, astonishingly, he seems to be more 
clear in his works, than while talking. In stories there would be 
greater clarity. That is why, it is greatly true that he got closer 
to me by his works. 


There is another incident which brought Viswanatha Reddy 
closer to me and it does not concern the two of us alone. We 
have been the initiators, organisers and partners of a silent 
revolution concerning a grand movement regarding Telugu 
language and the teaching of Telugu literature, i.e. planning and 
formulating a course of the fundamental depen me a 
degree course of the Open University. In this context, 
extent to gratefully remember Prof. G. Ram Reddy, the Vice- 
Chancellor of the University who reposed firm faith in me. I 
think it was in 1982 or 83, he sent for me and very courteously 
said, “Mr, Rama Rao! You should do me a favour,” and entrusted 
to me the responsibility of formulating the Telugu syllabus for 
B.A. degree course. He expressed his wish that it should = ay 
useful and in a new pattern. Not only that, he said that I sho 
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course and giving me full freedom he placed a heavy 
responsibility over my head. Viswanadha Reddy not only stood 
by me in every possible way in preparing the lessons but even 
shouldered half the responsibility. How many sleepless nights 
did we spend for preparing the lessons in the most useful manner! 
How much money was spent by us on the troubles arising 
thereof! It is beyond reckoning how many times we went round 
the writers who subjected us to concern unto the last without 
` quickly preparing the lessons. Had not Viswanatha Reddy been 
my aid in all the stages, my blood vessels would have been 
split. Prof. Ram Reddy, the first Vice-Chancellor, thought of 
installing Viswanatha Reddy in the Open University to see to it 
that the results of this silent revolution do not go haywire. But 
though he expressed some doubts due to certain problems he 
had, recognising the new methods we introduced, he had 
Viswantha Reddy brought for some days on deputation to 
Hyderabad and later had him installed as a Professor. In the 
process, he attained all the positions that the Professors of the 
University could and discharged all the duties required. At 
present, many courses and plans regarding Telugu language and 
literary works have been prepared in the Open University. There 
is the effort of Viswanatha Reddy behind all these. Prior to all 
those, his leadership is there and there is his impression on all 
those. We were also partners even in the formulation of text 
books for the B.A. degree course of the Indira Gandhi Open 
University. 

Publication of five volumes of text books named, “Writing 
for the Communication Media,’ during this year can be called 
the second peaceful revolution. One of these five concerns the 
language used “In Communication Media.” Introducing such plans 
and lessons is the very first in the entire country. I am fortunate 
enough in being a partner in the second revolution by virtue of 
being its editor. The responsibility for giving a forward impetus 
to the revolution we initiated in teaching Telugu language rests 


on those in the various posts of the Univers} of 
nivers ty us 
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the responsibility to see to it that they do not turn oblivious of 
the responsibility. 


In my opinion, the land of Andhra benefited by Viswanatha 
Reddy’s arrival in Hyderabad. I do not know what happened 
to him but I feel no loss was incurred. The reputation and 
greatness of introducing new patterns of lessons is only that of 
Viswanatha Reddy. Concerning everything of Telugu, he has been, 
some way or the other, providing partnership to me. Viswanatha 
Reddy, calls me ‘a poet.’ If I do not respond immediately, he 
doubles it saying ‘great poet.’ Journalistic men call me a famous 
critic, a reputed linguist, or something of the sort. I wrote 
poetry a long time back and forgot it. He is the only one who 
reminds me of it by calling me ‘a poet.’ Probably, the wish to 
be hailed a poet might have been there somewhere in my inner 
recesses. Very willingly, I assented to the hailing. Not resting 
at that, he gave me the title of ‘the last romantic poet in Telugu.’ 


About two and a half years back, I was freed from the 
responsibilities of my post. Now, he is about to be freed. 
Though the posts gave us up, responsibilities would linger. That 


is why, still there would be responsibilities we should jointly _ 


undertake. They would be there forever and are not disgusting. 
They engender enthusiasm, are gladly undertaken and savoured 
in delight. 
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PATTHABHI, 
THE DISTINGUISHED 
INTELLECTUAL 


If one looks into this century’s literary history, 
Patthabhi would seem to be a distinguished poet. 
This is not a statement which would splinter the 
globe, not even a flash which would illumine literary 
criticism, nor even a title to be awarded to Patthabhi, 
not in the least a term of raillery. What seems to 
have been said by this statement about Patthabhi? 


Is Patthabhi the only distinguished poet of this 
century? It too cannot be asserted. Bethavolu 
Ramabrahmam, while assessing this century’s literature 
in his ‘Padyaramam, (Arboretum of poetry) selected 
three great poets. (Andhra Bhoomi, 1999, 
December) Kaviraju, (King of poets) Tripuraneni 
Ramaswami, Kavisamrat, (the monarch of poets) 
Viswanatha Satyanarayana and Kavichakravarti, 
(Emperor of poets) Gurram Jashua. As he said, 
these three are distinguished poets, which means, they 
introduced something distinct in the literature running 
along in a proper manner. These three would not 
fit in any features current in that century. Their ways 
were their own. They were not the ones who 
followed of others’ footsteps, nor is there any sign 
of anybody following the ways of these in an 
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j is stanzaic poetry. 
They should be estimated within that sphere only. 
Coming down to Patthabhi, why do we call him a 


distinguished poet? Let us further examine the poets selected by 
Ramabrahmam. 


There was a deep social philosophy in which these three 
believed. Ramaswamy’s aim was a society devoid. of 
superstitions, caste and creed. Jashua’s aim was also approximately 
the same but he specially aimed at a society where the suppressed 
Panchamas (Harijans) of the Hindu society would move freely 
and erectly. Viswanatha Satyanarayana longed for the revival of 
the old Hindu society. He is being propagated as the modern 
traditional poet in Hyderabad by G.V. Subrahmanyam and in 
Warangal by Suprasanna, but I dissent with the word. There is 
no evidence in his works that what Satyanrayana longed for is 
a reformed, modern society. I would not be surprised even if 
Juvvadi Gowthama Rao and Kovela Sampatakumara call him a 
socialist. As it is not the present element of discussion, we shall 
Set is aside. 


Those three stanzaic poets wrote poetry, long poems, poems 
of moderate length, stanzas standing apart according complete 
sense, plays and delivered talks. There is not much of a 
divergence between their literary goals and goals of life. Of 
these, the wealth of literature, Satyanarayana amassed is 
incomparably unattained by others. 

Though Patthabhi was a socialist in his life, he did not play 
an active part in politics. In the articles he wrote and in his 
interviews, he clearly stated that he had no interest in politics. 
Had he then, any literary goal? ashes 

Patthabhi was a poet, subjected to greater criticism during = 
own time. More importantly, Duvvuri Rami Reddy, ier; 
his gentle nature, vehemently snapped at him. in : 
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In the ‘Intro’ Sri Sri said, “Each sentence seemed to me to 
be so weak as to be subjected to criticism.”.Not only that, he 
hoped for some lofty thoughts in Rami Reddy’s poem. Lofty 
thoughts are not the goal of ‘Fidelu Ragalu.’ (Notes on the Fiddle) 
All his contemporaries, as highlighted by Velcheru Narayana Rao, 
understood the terms, “a haughty poet, I am,” spoken about 
himself, in the real sense of the terms. He himself (Narayana 
Rao) showed how the terms do not suit him. 


The poets of Marxist trend interpreted the sentence ‘a haughty 
poet, I am,’ to be a symbol of individualistic trend. Individualistic 
trends were the only things prevalent in Patthabhi. But the 
Marxists use the term ‘individualism’ for raillery. They would 
be taken aback at the very word, ‘I,’ and immediately brand it 
as in individualistic trend. Would they let him off when he, 
himself stated, “a haughty poet, I am?” Marxists won’t bother 
much about the powers of the spoken and implied words. But 
there is a certain thing, of which Marxists concern themselves 
and it is whether the poet stands by the oppressed or not. There 
are two aspects mentioned by K.V.R. in this regard. 


1. There is no intimacy of heart with the subject described. 
Novelty is there but lacks in heartiness. In this aspect, 
he cited the piece, ‘Marina,’ 


2. In the struggle running between Alakapuri, (the city of 
Kubera, the God of money) and sundry folk, the poet 
is impartial. 

To these, Jayaprabha in her “Notes struck by Patthabhi” tried 
to answer these. She defended saying, “To the poet as well 
as nature, the scenes were loathsome.” Though K.V.R. did not 
say openly, here too, K.V.R. viewed it more 
Jayaprabha completely sought the implication. 


nat they viewed Fidelu Ragalu Dozen (A Dozen Notes on the 

iddle.) as a progressive Poem, critics sought much from it. 
Velcheru Narayana Rao too considered the poem, a part of the 
Progressive revolution. Tripuraneni Madhusudana Rao said, “Of 


course, on the surface, ir j - : 
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he is only a kin of romanticism.” It can be said that the Marxists 


were disappointed because in Patthabhi they sought ideals to be 
found in progressive literature. 


The novelty in Fidelu Ragala Dozen was identified by all sorts 
of critics. All these appreciatingly identified the description of 
pollution found in city life and the splendid symbols. Why all 
these differed so much in estimating and comprehending this 
poet? Why did they falter so much? 


I think, all this confusion occurred due to the efforts in fixing 
Patthabhi to a certain point or to fit him in some course or the 


other. 


Rami Reddy and K.V. Ramana Reddy described him in sharp 
vocabulary. Rami Reddy is a romantic poet with much of 
traditional link. K.V.R. is a critic who does not like to turn, his 
eyes even a little away from Marxism. Incidentally, Patthabhi 
proved a tough nut to these. Velcheru Narayana Rao and 
Jayaprabha, in an unwarranted way, endeavoured to clear the dust 
and dirt smeared to Patthabhi. 


jalism i itingrained but not ingrained 

of our country, socialism is only wit-ngrain 
woheartn i has some compassion 
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towards the modern woman but has not much of an 
involvement and understanding regarding problems of women. 
Just because of it, Patthabhi was not a reactionist. 


Beyond all these, there are some singularities in Patthabhi; they 
are the contradictions in him. Like the contradiction between 
ideals and practice, they would not‘be easily understood. 
Probably, some more research may be needed. 


He provided some clues out of his life. He said “I like 
very much the lack of internal order in poetry and internal order 
in mathematics.” (Hats off Patthabhi. P.2) The romantic 
atmosphere at Santiniketan and the cramped milieu of Calcutta, 
generated diverse inspirations in him. As he himself admitted, 
rationality and irrationalism, co-existed in him. Viewed form 
this angle, these divergences can be found in his poetry. 


He renounced prosody for describing urban life and for 
ushering novelty as a poet. But there are not many who indulged 
in prosodic experiments as Patthabhi did. (Abburi Varada 
Rajeswara Rao, seems to be the only one.) All these were printed 
in his Kayita Na Dayita. (Poetry Is My Aspiration) Only a few 
of these were written prior to ‘Fidelu Ragala Dozen.’ Most 
were written in his foreign trip. The idea of experimenting in 
prosody was there with him for a long time i.e. until he gave 
up writing of poetry. Even while portraying modernity, he 
portrayed the eight classes of heroines, In describing alien belles, 
he surpassed even Srinadha. Though he violated grammar, in 
Fidelu Ragala Dozen, he fully conformed to it in Kayita Na Dayita. 
A serious experimenter and a naughty prankster have ever been 
co-existing in Patthabhi. Due to this reason alone, the thoughts 
in the lyrics of foreign trip under the title Prosodies of Travel are 
all mischievous and the prosodic experiments are highly serious. 
I think, to a greater extent, I got hold of those experiments and 
analysing, brought them to light. (See Hats Off to Patthabhi) 
Yet, I feel some more time is needed to fully understand 


Patthabhi and some more research too is needed. But the 
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such a research. I think, it would be possible only through a 
new dialectics. 
By gracing Patthabhi, a remarkable intellectual who so greatly 


confounded critics, the Appajosyula-Vishnubhotla award for talent 
has become effectual. 


Andhra Bhoomi, 
2000 January 10. 
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A.B.K. A RARE EDITOR 


This is the time in which editors of distinctive 
individuality among the Telugu newspaper editors are 
becoming rare.. A.B.K. is the rarest of such rare 
editors. 


Among the Telugu journalists, none other has such 
a glamour as A.B.K. In a pyjama and a loose, long 
sleeved garment of the purest white and a 
complexion resembling a ripe citron, he is seen 
distinctly from others. Dress and language do not 
matter — they can be easily acquired, but extensive 
knowledge and excellent taste can be acquired only 
through an excessive zeal and diligence. These are 
discernible not only in his editorials but all through 
his works. He has as much taste in Telugu and 
English literatures as that of his profundity in political 
science. To talk about his depth in political science 
and economics, my knowledge of those two sciences 
is very close to zero. I am not aware whether he 
wrote romantic or progressive poetry during his 
Period of study, forty years back (like me) at 
Machilipatnam. I do not remember to have seen it 
in print. As an excessive poetic spontaneity is found 
in his prose, I apprehend, he would have, at some 
time or the other, done such a thing. Of course by 
translating Vietnamese revolutionary leader, Ho Chi 


Minh’s Poems into Telugu, he testified to his 
predilection to 
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No clues to the effect that, he wrote stories, are found, and 
so I think, he would not have. The restraint required for writing 
stories in a cool and composed manner, would not be found 
among those with a poetic frenzy. A.B.K. does not seem to 
have written much of literary criticism. He seems to have written 


to some extent on writers like Jean Paul Sartre, Gudipati Venkata 
Chalam and Gurajada Appa Rao. 


Today I wished to speak about the literary works of A.B.K. 
but what should I talk of? The real problem is only this- A.B.K. 
seems not to have written stories, poetry and literary criticism 
etc., but wrote all. By writing, a blend of all these, he troubled 
us much, the trouble is only for us, not for him, and not to 
his readers. In fact, it is his fortitude. He blotted out the 
borders between these. He has plenty of emotion and 
aestheticism required for poetry. He has the shrewd perception 
needed for a story writer. He has the imagination needed for 
both of these. He has the fancy and discrimination of a literary 
critic. Had he concentrated on any of the genres, he would 
have reached the top. But his career did not accord him such 
an opportunity. So he became the top most journalist with 
knowledge, discrimination, scholarship and spontaneity. He chiefly 
wrote journalistic pieces. But those pieces along with the 
importance of matter acquired the basic attributes of the literary 
genres in a mature form and come down to us as the best 
literary pieces. I do not know by what literary nomenclature 
they are to be called. There are many literary forms in Telugu 
for which a suitable name is not found. I think such a state 
is inevitable in any literature of continuous experimental nature. 
There are many creative literary genres that emerged out of the 
contact of the communication media with literature. Some of 
those have names and some do not. We cannot say that even 
the names given to some of these, suited them. 


iti he has been 
Obtaining leave politically from the newspapers 
working either on Saturday or Sunday, ABK. wrote some literary 


ae eens is literary flavour would be there. 
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Stanzas, lines of verse, terms of Telugu, English, old and modern, 
would roll down in plenty. ` 


While it is so - he would, in his literary writings, be 
propounding something new. His intellect is ever progressive, 
innovative and conscious. In politics as well as literature, he has 
the wont of thinking in a new way. In his esaay ‘What is 
Gurajada’s Greatness?” under the series, “Tunes from a Pen’ (p.104- 
108) there is a new idea which would attract researchers of 
linguistics. Read it in his own language. 


“The language used for characters right from Girisam to 
Asirigadu was not only character-oriented but also a language 
representing the weal and woes of the members of a society 
which Gurajada wished to express. When it comes to character- 
oriented language, the notion of the high and low, would find 
a place. The conception, one is high and the other, low, would 
arise. Only due to it Gurajada in his play demonstrated the 
status of the respective characters, branches of learning, customs 
and practices and dialects but had not degraded it for the sake 
of derision and besides his aim was sublime. That is why, he 
used not only the language of the bigots and the refined families 
of the villages granted to Brahmins by the erstwhile rulers but 
even the Telugu language with a mixture of English words 
resulting out of Girisam’s English Studies.” 


Among the dialects there is a division called class and regional 
dialects. In bilinguals, there is a mixed language known as code 
mixture. Gurajada used all these in a serious manner and 
demonstrated them on an equal footing without any discrimination 
of being high or low. Vedam Venkataraya Sastri, in his play 
‘Prataparudriyam’ used the dialect to indicate the lowliness of 
the character and demonstrated the propriety concerning the 
characters. Gurajada was the first to use the dialect in an 
honourable manner. I do not remember any writer prior to 
A.B.K. speaking of this. In the same essay, A.B.K. proved that 
Madhuravani’s greatness lies in not becoming a chaste wife like 


Vasantasena and not fleeing away from life like Chintamani. 
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_ ABK. introduced many foreign writers to the Telugu people, 
in an incidental as well as particular way. At different contexts 
and times, he introduced Jean Paul Sartre, and Simon de Beauvoir. 
The speciality of these is that these introductions would not be 
like translations of English works, they seem to be original 
writings in pure Telugu after a thorough understanding and 
assimilation. Writing of Simon de Beauvoir, A.B.K. said that twenty 
five years earlier to her, similar ideas were expressed by Chalam 
in 1925. In an editorial in 1986, he said, Telugu feminists through 
research were just then findings the range of Chalam’s feminist 
conception. Similarly, in his “Tunes From a Pen’ there are his 
introductions in Telugu about the individuality and poetry of Pablo 
Neruda and Nazrul Islam. Incidentally he introduced writers 
like Walt Whitman, Vladimir Mayakovosky, Maxim Gorky and a 


host of other writers to Telugu people. 


The restraint displayed by A.B.K. in comparative studies makes 
us wonder; the wonder is not at his analytical power as it is 
only an anticipated one. The wonder only concerns his restraint! 
Restraint would be little in writers of excessive emotion. 


Whether he concurs or not, if we are to categorise him in 
a broad manner, A.B.K. is an emotional writer. But we find an 
infinite restraint in the comparative analysis of Tagore and Nazrul 
Islam, and in particular in his work. ‘March on, March on,’ written 
during his prime youth and because it stands distinctly as literary 
criticism, please examine the undermentioned paragraph. 


“While one tried to disclose man’s grief to trees and plants, 
another disclosed the trials and tribulations to man himself at 
the very outset and wove verse which would dispel those troubles. 
Though one’s wisdom is good enough, it is a hymn of salvation 
comprehensible to none. The other's together with higher wisdom, 
is a powerful verse which can be assimilated by everybody. While 
one’s verse enhances divinity, the second one’s 1s verse that can 
guide the world; while one’s is a poem for recital, the other’s 
is a poem which can be staged. The first one is carbohydrates, 
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One might as well question if the diversities between the two 
are to be metaphorised to such an extent? Should so many 
metaphors be evoked? I do not even appreciate unshackled 
metaphorism. Here the metaphorisation is elaborative, but not 
imbued with a poetic soul. These are metaphors specially culled 
to express the diversities between the two great poets in a very 
sensitive manner. 


Most writers pen good works, yet they would be mere 
ordinary writers. Only a few through their works become 
partners in the formation of history. A.B.K. is not a good writer 
among ordinary writers. He is an extraordinary writer who joined 
creators of history by playing an active, historical rote. In our 
country we accord excessive importance to poets and next to 
them to story writers, whether they have played any role or not. 
The role played by A.B.K. as a journalist and writer, surpassing 
those writers and in carrying the revolutionary message close to 
people, is historical. 


In Indian history and even in world history, the mid sixties 
of twentieth century are very important, a period in which the 
whole world was drawn towards revolutions. It was the time 
when movements picked up a new momentum and new ways 
were explored and old strategies and arms were given up and 
new types of arms, were acquired. During those days we read 
interestingly ‘Revolution in Revolution’ written by Regis Debray. 
We read in secret illustrated essays on urban guerrillas. Those 
were the days when sparks of Naxalbari, Post-Srikakulam and 
Telangana movements were kindling fire in the youth; days when 
Revolutionary Writers’ Association was in the throes and the 
students of Visakhapatnam threw a challenge to Telugu writers 
in the wake of the sexagenary celebration of Sri Sri. 


It was the period when serious discussions regarding 
commitment and devotion even after the emergence of 
Revolutionary Writers’ Association were in progress. It was also 
the time when in spite of failure in assuming power, the 


revolutionary lessons of the F ¢ : 
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overthrew the despot, de Gaulle, gained wide publicity and the 
emotional, revolutionary narration of Sri Sri titled, ‘Revolution 
Unleashed’ was becoming the source of inspiration for Tom 
Naim's “The Beginning of the End.’ 


During those days A.B.K. stood by the Revolutionary Writers’ 
Association and through the last page of the different issues of 
“Telugu Velugu,’ he proclaimed his support to it. The young 
used to crave for the essay of A.B.K. in ‘Telugu Velugu’ similar 
to the craving of the readers in the past for the essay of K.A. 
Abbas, on the last page of Blitz. A.B.K’s contribution for the 
onset of a revolutionary era in Telugu literature is vast. Some 
of the essays of the period are there in ‘Tunes from Pen’ of 
the volumes of 1969-77. 


There is evidence to the effect that A.B.K. too played a 
befitting role in the formulation of the history of modern Telugu 
literature. 

When we look into Twentieth century through the eyes of 
the ensuing one, A.B.K. would undoubtedly be one of the rarest 
and resplendent editors and one of the few to be reckoned. 


The manuscript of the talk delivered at the 
sexagenarian felicitation 


of A.B.K. in the Hyderabad Press Club 
on August 1,, 1996. 
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MY AMERICAN TEACHER 
IS NO MORE 


For helping those studying the Indian languages 
and culture, there is an American organisation in 
Delhi. A lady named Helen Kelly from the city of 
Ithacca, 250 miles west of New York rang up to 
Delhi and requested to pass on a piece of news to 
Hyderabad. On December 9, the news first reached 
Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy, then to Osmania and 
Telugu Universities and the Central Institute of 
English. It was the bad news that Prof.Gerald Kelly 
died on December 7. It caused distress to the . 
research scholars of linguistics and in particular to 
all those interested in research of Telugu language. 


In: 1987 June, Dr. Lakshmi from the Department 
of Linguistics of Osmania University (Dr. Kelly was 
the guide for her doctoral thesis) called on him at 
Cornell University and returned. Soon after her 
return, we first asked her, how Prof. Kelly was. She 
said, “He is not active, he is dull,” and could not 
elaborate further. She noticed that he was on the 
decline, but could not say any more: She too did 
not know what the fact was. To those of us at 
a great distance, it was beyond comprehension. 
Within a few days, news from Helen Kelly that he 
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He was 59, by the time he died. Even by the Indian health 
standards this is an untimely death. Once while telling Prof. 
Kelly of some one’s death, I said, “He was elderly and past 
sixty.” Immediately he said, ‘Sixty is not old.” By the American 
standards, he was middle-aged. 

Andhra Jyoti, daily, published Prof. Kelly’s death, along with 
his photo. It was, I who gave the news and the photo to the 
daily. Even for his photo being with me, there is a strange 
history. During his last Indian trip (1984) he said, “Rama Rao, 
every one keeps his teacher’s photo. Here have these with you,” 
and handed me two or three small photos. Today one of those 
photos turned useful to introduce him to millions of Telugu 
readers. 


Prof. Kelly was born in 1928. He obtained a doctorate degree 


from Wisconsin University. In the first half of the decade of- 


1950 he came to Visakhapatnam for a study of Telugu language. 
From 1965, he used to visit Hyderabad often. He came to 
Hyderabad on the invitation of the Central Institute of English, 
twice on the invitation of the Department of Linguistics, Osmania 
University and once for attending the First World Telugu 
Conference. At the time of my interview for the post of 
Professor (1977 November) he was in Hyderabad itself. The 
glint of joy found in a teacher when his student gets up another 
step, was discernible in his eyes. Finding out all about the 
interview and the result from the higher authorities, within a short 
time he rushed to my house and expressing his joy, clinked glasses 
with me. He had a boundless love and affection for his students. 


Around January 1963, G.N. Reddy went to Prof. Kelly in 
Wisconsin University and said, “I got a job in Chicago for 
summer, but Rama Rao has not got any.” Then Prof. Kelly 
seemed to have said, “I wont’ let him starve.” Not only that, 
if he was invited for some programme somewhere or the other 
and if not possible for him, he used to send me by 
recommending my name. He used to feel himself responsible 
not only for the studies of a research scholar under his guidance 


but even for his 
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I was without a job after my returning to India in 1966, from 
there he wanted to set up a project for me. I recount all these 
to say that Prof. Kelly proved himself to be the best teacher, 
who without any reservations would love his student and stand 
by him at all times and all things. I feel honoured for being 


the first Telugu person obtaining a doctorate degree under his 
guidance. 


He was closely associated with the Department of Linguistics 
of Osmania University. He was the teacher for two members 
of the Department and was a friend for all. Every one felt 
glad whenever there was news of his arrival in this country. He 
used to be concerned if serious differences of opinions cropped 
up between any members of the department. He used to take 
each one separately to the Secunderabad Club of which he was 
a permanent member and tried to mollify the differences among 
us. He aspired greatly that all should be united and undertake 
language research. 


When Bhadriraju Krishna Murty was in America (1961) he 
told Prof. Kelly that I was interested in language research. An 
enthusiast was required for his research on Telugu. That way, 
we struck acquaintance with each other. 


I think it was in 1961 July, he once came to Hyderabad. Our 
“first encounter turned out to be a sort of an exchange between 
the dumb and the deaf. He could not understand my 
pronunciation of English similar to Telugu and I was also new 
to foreign English. Yet we talked something. Later I worked 
for five months as his assistant. During that period, he used to 
ask me some things and I told him what I knew. With the aid 


of those, he used to weave out some theories. 


that time he was the Head of the Department of Indian 
cute Wisconsin University. He himself got the application 
form for me and got me admitted to linguistics together with 
a scholarship. He himself typed the application form. ioe 
then on till his end, he was very affectionate towards me an 


: in Hyderabad, h 
copy ami ha Was SAE that when in H Gyaan adh 3 


172 Crystallized Memories 


used to say, “Rama Rao, I may not get meals in the guest house 
now. Should I come to your house for a meal?” He used to 
shower such love towards his students and be very close to 
them. This is not the normal American attitude, but in many 
matters, he was un-American. 


In 1963, September both he and I shifted to Cornell University. 
For him it was promotion in career and for me a hundred 


dollars enhancement in scholarship. 


It was only from him, I learned analysing Telugu language as 
per modern methods. Prof. Kelly was a great teacher. However 
complex the matter might be, he made it palpable with much 
effort. He taught me how to analyse our language by isolating 
ourselves from it. It was only he who unfolded the inner recesses 
for my entry into linguistics. 


At the state government’s invitation he came to Hyderabad 
to attend the First World Telugu Convention held in 1975. Feeling 
that an international organisation for the development of Telugu 
language is needed, he, along with J.P.L. Gwynn, proposed a 
resolution too. Within one or two hours of his arrival for. 
attending the convention, I regardfully and without any pomp 
~ submitted to him, in the hotel of his stay, the book Telugu Sentence, 
I got up for the occasion. It was dedicated to him. While 
turning over the leaves of the book, he looked into the page 
of dedication and in perplexity and surprise, twice or thrice said, 
“Oh! my! Rama Rao, I am deeply honoured.” 


Besides matters concerning lan I learnt many thi m 
him. I learnt from him that ii tires aba = a 
guide to look after the well-being of the research scholars besides 
the supervision of things pertaining to the thesis. He used to 
concern himself with every matter concerning the research scholars 
under his guidance. His heart was very pure. He loved his 
research scholars without any hesitations, doubts, inhibitions and 
reservations, 


In his life as well as research, he was a non-conformist and 
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an ultimate truth. He used to believe that truth would never be 
that way or this but may also be that way and this. He did 
not like the attitude, “I know the truth and it is the only truth.” 
If anyone in a class or a seminar posed questions to him, “yes 
or no,” was his stock reply but he was of the view, an answer 
to any question would not be so explicit as ‘yes or no.’ I think, 
the same influence is there on my thinking. I am also not inclined 
to view the world in black and white. 


During 1940-50, on a broad level there were two groups in 
linguistics. One of the groups believed that there is only a single 
solution to an issue of language. These were called “God's truth 
school.’ Prof. Kelly, often said, he belonged to the second group 
called “Hocus pocus.’ 


Prof. Kelly was extremely deft in analysing Telugu language. 
None probed so deeply as Prof. Kelly about the Telugu vowels, 
about the various differences in sounds in the joining of words 
and of the ways to bring all those into a system. This is my 
personal opinion. He revealed new things about nomenclatures 
in Telugu and about the order of adjectives arising thereof, He 
probed a little even about the derivation of adverbs. He 
published essays on these in linguistic journals. Putting all these 
together, he wrote a grammar in 1965. Its typed copy is with 
me. (I don’t know if another copy is there anywhere. Probably 
it may not even be with him.) It would have been useful, if 
it was printed at that time. In a developing science, matters 
discovered would quickly turn old. In the later days, he did not 
evince any interest in getting that grammar printed. He had no 
time to reorganise it in the modern method and so it slipped 
into oblivion. I think, there would have been some more 
incidents of such nature in history. 


In this grammar, Prof. Kelly, for the first time elaborated 
about the relation of social elements in the use of pronouns in 
Telugu. By that time social linguistics did not gain much currency. 
I had this part copied and gave it for printing in the souvenir 
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Prof. Kelly’s permission, nor even tell him of it. He happened 
to see the essay in the volume in Cornell University Library 
(without looking for the name of the author), and felt it to be 
good! Later he chanced to see the name and finding it to be 
his own, he seemed to have been perplexed and surprised! 


For sometime Prof. Kelly seemed to have had a stint in 
computers, data processing and the like. In the later part, he 
settled down in the field of social linguistics. 


Prof. Kelly’s brain was mercurial in research; he was a brilliant 
linguist. All he wrote is gold but he did not write much as 
suited the state of his intellect. He was very slothful regarding 
certain matters. Sometimes he did not, for months together, 
open the letters and packets he received. Books and papers 
used to be in a medley on his office table. He was of a free 
temperament, unsubmissive to discipline and strict regulations. His 
life-style was non-conformist. 


The Telugu race will remember him as a teacher who initiated 
the teaching of Telugu language at the University level in America 
and particularly in Wisconsin and Cornell Universities and also as 
a linguist who for the first time spoke of many matters 
concerning Telugu language. Though he did not reach the 


pinnacles worth reaching, he maintained his dignity as an individual. 


Exactly today (1988, January 3) Prof. Kelly should have been 
amidst us in Hyderabad, laughing and provoking others to laugh. 
Tt was expected, that he would enthusiastically participate in the 
Conference of International Linguists to begin from tomorrow 
in Osmania University. (He even arranged for his trip) But 
none anticipated that in lieu a condolence resolution is to be 
made. This is a crooked act of fate. It is not only his wife 
Helen and daughter Nora, who are sunk in:deep sorrow by his 


death but even his students and friends di i 
Se ata} tiends disappointed by 
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A SEASONED LINGUIST AND 
LITTERATEUR 


Birth : Mysore, 1922 March 16. 
Death : Chicago, 1993 July 13. 


A.K. Ramanujan strikes to us as a superior 
intellectual and a role model who testified that 
creativity and analycity are not different. (His full 
name is Attipat Krishna Swamy Ramanujan.) As a 
a researcher of linguistics it was he who first wrote 
A Generative Grammar of Kannada. (1963) This was 
the outcome of his research for Ph.D., under the 
guidance of Fred Householder, a famous linguist and 
he was awarded the doctorate degree for this work 
by Indiana University. This is not printed but is 
available in a micro-film. When I was engaged in 
research on Telugu language from the viewpoint of 
transformation theory, I often consulted Ramanujan’s 
Kannada grammar. Though his grammar is very 
broad in nature, it has its own importance as a book 
paving the ways for analysis of sentence construction 
in Dravidian languages. The book contains not only 


CCO. Vasishtha TAMAA OB iSROEE RGSS SSE jon but also an 


176 Crystallized Memories 


analysis of the transformation of sounds in the formation of 
words. 


Ramanujan joined Chicago University in 1962, as an Assistant 
Professor. From then on, though he visited some universities as 
a visiting Professor, his permanent post was only in Chicago. 


I first struck acquaintance with him in 1966, June. Then I 
was engaged in research in Cornell University under the guidance 
of Prof. Gerald Kelly. (1982-1987) Between June-August, 1966 
(it was summer for them, their summer vacation was also during 
the same period) the authorities of Chicago University conducted 
a Summer School and Ramanujan was the Director of the school. 
He invited me to the place appointing me a coordinator for 
conducting the schedule of Telugu language teaching. Then I 
had the opportunity of working under his supervision for ten 
weeks and more important than that was the opportunity of 
consulting him on matters of my research. 


Those days, I was engaged in research on the formation of 
sounds in Telugu and the changes by combination of words 
under the purview of generative theory. (Later, my teachers 
Bhadriraju Krishna Murty and Gerald Kelly of course forcibly 
pushed me from sounds to sentence construction, but it is a 
separate story.) In the linguistics of the time, for arriving at the 
form of words, it was fashionable to propound an extremely 
different and a far off grammatical underlying form from the 
one in use and to derive the real usages of language through 
ordered rules. (Even in linguistics there are fashions.) This was 
called abstract phonology. Ramanujan had a lot of experience 
in the propounding of such underlying forms. Then I was 
obstinately persistent in the view that the derivation of 
nomenclative and verbal word forms should be without any 
irregularity and contradictions. For it, I used to propound 
extremely strange underlying forms. Practice of such propositions 
was developed under the guidance of Ramanujan. He was very 
well-versed in such things, but the fashion lagged in linguistics. 
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forms also abated. I submitted the outcome of my research 
of the time along with the later ones under the title ‘ 
Grammatical Sketch of Telugu’ to the Directory of Indian 
Languages to be published by the Government of India in 1969, 
December. But it has not so far seen light and may not even 
while I am alive. 


But discussing linguistic research matters with Ramanujan, 
sipping coffee, seated in the canteen in the American summer 
of 1966, while working under his management, is a great 
intellectual experience. He had such a grip over the formation 


of Dravidian languages that even complex issues were easily 
solved. 


It was only Ramanujan who taught me the habit of looking 
back into history for solving the problems arising in descriptive 
grammar. Though interest in propounding far-off underlying 
forms abated, it was only due to Ramanujan the idea that the 
grammarians should have the aim of solving the contradictions, 
got struck in my mind. 


Similarly, it was only at that time, I formed the idea that the 
various dialects can be proved to be derivatives of a single 
underlying form. 


In that Summer School he even arranged literary and cultural 
programmes and literary seminars on the different Dravidian 
languages. In one such seminars, a Dravidian linguist named 
Camil Zwelable from Czech nation, spoke on Tamil literature. 
He translated the classic Tamil, long poem pce in verse 
form into Czech language. He also wrote Comparative Grammar 
of Dravidian Lariat "Radda hoped that language researches 
should have literary insight too. 

The same year (1966) Oxford University Press published 
Ramanujan’s first volume of poems, The Striders. Since au 
Ramanujan’s name became a magical one amongst the Indo- 
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Indiana University which awarded him Ph.D. is also noted 
for folklore. Linguistics, literature and folklore were entwined in 
a three-fold manner in his academic activities. He spoke as under 
about the influences entwined in his poetry. 


“English and my disciplines (linguistics, anthropology) give my 
outer form, linguistic, metrical, logical and such ways of shaping 
my experience and my first thirty years in India, my frequent 
visits and trips, my personal and professional preoccupations with 
Kannada, Tamil, the classics give my substance, my inner forms, 
images and symbols. They are continuous with each other and 
I no longer can tell what comes from where.” 


Four of his poetic collections, “The Striders,’ (1966), ‘Relations’ 
(1971), ‘Selected Poems,’ (1976), ‘Second Sight’ (1986) in English 
were published by Oxford University Press. They also published 
his Kannada poetic collections titled, ‘Hokkulalli Huvilla, ‘Mattu 
and other Poems.’ 


Besides these, his translations into English from Tamil and 
Kannada literature turned out to be very famous and along with 
him these translations earned international fame to those literatures. 
The Interior Landscape (1970) translated from Tamil literature was 
from the classical Tamil poetic collection. Poems of Love and War, 
(1980) was a translation of stanzas selected from eight classical 
poetic collection. Nammalwar’s poems were translated under the 
title, Hymns for the Drowning. (1981) He translated Kannada prose 
sayings under the title Speaking of Siva, (1972, 1979, 1985) 
Ramanujan felt that the present Kannada free verse had its root 
in the Kannada prose sayings itself. But though these prose 
sayings are free from prosodic regulations, there would be a 
distinct rhythm. To express it in French, it amounts to verse 
libre but it is not free verse. When I met him in 1984, we 
discussed the point to a certain extent. He said that though it . 
is rhythmic, by virtue of its being free from prosodic regulations, 
it is free verse. Critics opined that even in Ramanujan’s English 
free verse, (I do not know about Kannada poetry) there is an 
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He translated U.R. Ananta Murty’s Kannada novel. Samskara, 


E ee and published it. (Oxford University Press, 1976, 
7 


Ramanujan undertook original research in linguistics and 
folklore. Recently he published a book on Indian folklore. He 
wrote many essays on folklore. For the past ten to fifteen he 
settled down as a folklorist. He lectured on folklore in 1988, 
in Telugu Univesity and in 1993 in Central University of 
Hyderabad. Displaying originality in all the spheres of his 
endeavor was his speciality. 

In Ramanujan’s poetry there would be importance for 
language. 

His poetic pieces would generally have short lines and each 
line would be felicitous to be read meaningfully with pauses in 
a single breath. Though he chiefly followed the tradition of 
verse libre, he evinced a great love for elegance in words and 
melody of sounds. His knowledge of language formation would 
be discernible in the oganisation of his poems. Fot instance, 
look at the poem. ‘A River,’ on the river Vaigai which gained 
extensive publicity. (The Striders, p.36-37.) It begins with the 
following lines. 


In Madurai 
city of temples and poets 
who sang of cities and temples 


English is a right branching language, i.e. the adjectival sentences 
E og on a aoe languages are left branching, 
i.e. the adjectives would be on the left. (His poetry is not easily 
amenable to translation.) Due to this, the importance of names 
and their extension occurs in the same order. 


The relation between two nouns is indicated in the words 
‘city of temples’ with the help of a case in the first line and i: 
was in the second line arranged through the combination o 
‘cities and temples,’ which would cause a little sensation to a 
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Expression in Ramanujan’s poetry would be subtle. He does 
not state any thing openly, and leaves many things to readers. 
Saying, three houses, a pregnant woman and two cows named 
Gopi and Brinda were washed away by the river Vaigai in floods, 
he says 


The new poets still quoted 

the old poets but no one spoke in verse 
of the pregnant woman 

drowned with perhaps twins in her 
kicking at blank walls 

even before birth. 


Through the line “The new poets still quoted the old poets,’ 
in a subtle manner he suggested that the new poets as well as 
the old poets described the beauty of the Vaigai in floods but 
none bothered about the loss caused by the floods. 


“In this poem, he first mentioned ‘one pregnant woman,’ only 
and later, the twins in the womb. Later in the last line, extended 
it as 


And one pregnant woman 
expecting identical twins 

with no moles on their bodies 
with different coloured diapers 
to tell them apart. 


Gradual extension of imagery lends much splendour to the 
idea propounded in a stanza. All this was done by the poet 
with a clear awareness. 


Ramanujan was not a spontaneous poet. Like a sculptor very 
consciously he chisels a poem. There is much prominence to 
imagery in Ramanujan’s poetry. S.K. Desai said, “Ramanujan’s 
poetry is primarily the poetry of “seeing” and not of “searching.” 
Desai stated this to be the influence of William Carlos Williams. 
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Still life 

when she left me 
after lunch, I read 

for a while 

But I suddenly wanted 
to look again 

and I saw the half eaten 
sandwich 

bread 

lettuce and salami 

all carrying the shape 
of her bite 
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The idea, she is not there, but marks left by her are there, 


is indicated through an imagery. Regarding this power of 
imagery, Desai says, 


“The poetry of perception is therefore, a festival of visual 
images, and only a highly disciplined poet can manage to impose 
a significant order upon them. Ramanujan succeeds because he 
works upon his poems carefully and meticulously for years.” 


Ramanujan said, “It takes me about ten years to write 
something and assimilate it.” 


Many very critically mentioned the different aspects of 
Ramanujan’s poetry. 


The death scenes he described strike to me to be distinct. 
Description of the close one’s death unemotionally combining 
the visual and fancy, strikes very distinct. Description of his own 
father’s death merely with the title of ‘Obituary,’ is possible only 
to him. (Relations. P.55) The meaning for the word ‘obituary,’ 
given by the American College Dictionary is, “the notice of the 
death of a person, often with a brief biographical sketch, as in 
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Father, when he passed on 
left dust 

on a table full of papers 
left debts and daughters 

a bed-wetting grandson 
named by the toss 

of coin after him 


It seems this obituary was later printed in a newspaper of 
Madras. The paper was sold by kilos and the buyers sold them 
to provision stores and it seems he found it on the paper packet 
of a provision store. 


In conclusion, he describes in a cool and very unemotional 
manner, “And he left us a changed mother and more than one 
annual ritual.” 


In the poem ‘History,’ he describes his aunt’s death as under: 


The day my great aunt died 
I was there by one of those 
chances children never miss 
looking for a green ball 

I never lost. 


And in another instance he recounts how the ornaments on 
the dead are stripped off. 


her two 

daughters, one dark one fair 

unknown each to the other 

alternately picked their mother’s body clean 
before it was cold 

or the eyes were shut. 


And.concludes the poem with the following lines 


Sand the dark 
stone face of my little aunt 
acquired some expression 
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_ There is a poem called ‘Death and Good Citizen’ in 
Sight.’ (1986) Addressing the good citizen he says, 


You will 
your body to the nearest 


hospital, changing the death into small 
change into spare parts; 

dismantling not 

decomposing like the rest of us. 


‘Second 


Contrasting it he says 


But 

you know my tribe, incarnate 
unbelievers in bodies 

they'll speak proverbs, contest 
my will, against such degradation 
hide bound even worms cannot 
have me; they'll cremate 

me in Sanskrit and sandalwood 
have me sterilised 

to a scatter of ash. 


This is a poem testifying to the nobility in making the body 
and its parts useful even after death. 


Ramanujan’s poems demonstrate the unemotional way of 
viewing death. 


Ramanujan is a poet who acquired a place in World English 
literature by writing in English with an Indian spirit. 


The striking feature in him, is that he was an accomplished 
intellectual yet the most unaffected. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1993, August 1, 18. 
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LINGERING MEMORIES OF SRI 
SRI, DEPARTED FROM US 


It has already been four years since Sri Sri 
departed from us, still his memories linger with us. 
In today’s Telugu literature the situation is such that 
no literary discussion would take place without a 
mention of Sri Sri. My Royist (intellectual) friend 
Venigandla Venkataratnam who now and then 
enquires about Cheratalu, laughing quaintly asked me 
if ‘Cheratalu’ could not be written without 
mentioning Sri Sri. (I do not know whether 
intellectuals only become Royists or Royists would 
turn out intellectuals, but from my childhood I used 
to think that all Royists are considered intellectuals.) 
It did not occur to me till my Royist friend referred 
above pointed out that there is an excessive 
mentioning of Sri Sri in ‘Cheratalu’. Besides, he is 
a rationalist too. He would not have said so without 
a cause. This race is not such an ungrateful one as 
to forget so quickly the great poet who for about 
half a century swayed ( do not want to say ‘guided’) 
Telugu literature. 


The litterateurs who gained recognition during the 
decade of 1950, have more affection and regard 
for Sri Sri than for others. Poems addressing Sri Sri 
KVR, Arudra, Chandan, Chera etc.) saw light ` 
during this decade only. In the words of Hari, these 
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By-elections of 1955, can be said to be a prominent event 
in the history of Andhra. For a change in state politics, radical 
forces subjected their strength to a test. Sensing the danger, the 
opposing forces temporarily sinking their differences united 
themselves and defeated the radical forces. In his presidential 
address to the then Progressive Writers’ Association Sri Sri 
described the situation as “Scoring a goal by foul means, 
reactionary forces are in an untrammelled way celebrating their 
victory.” 

The impact of the politics of those days was so obvious 
that even among the writers there was a clear division. Supporting 
the Communists, Sri Sri delivered talks from their platforms, 


An editorial letter published at that time by a person in the 
name of a certain writer in Andhra Patrika created some sensation. 
The aim of the letter is to condemn Russia and the Communists 
in a combined manner. Sri Sri replying to the letter, correctd 
the lapse in the information provided by a certain writer about 
Moscow University. In it, there was a sentence by Sri Sri saying, 
“We who fled upto Delhi, when bombs -were dropped in 
Visakhapatnam.” That was enough and patriots got an 
opportunity and once again, the patriots cried hoarse saying, Sri 
Sri was a devotee of Russia and a traitor. Just because they got 
a chance, these, in the newspapers of the day attacked Sri Sri 
questioning, how he could be a great poet and if he could, just 
by saying, ‘Russia! My Russia!’ be a great poet. How savage 
the attack was and how deeply he was wounded could be gauged 
by the fact that Sri Sri’s mental harmony was also affected by 
these. When the elections were to begin within two or three 
weeks, at the instance of Narla Venkateswara Rao, an 
announcement under the heading ‘Declaration of democratic 
Writers’ was published in Andhra Prabha. It was the declaration 
of Communist opponents in refined language. It ee even 
the signatures of those poets of the time who gained name as 

i day the lengthy and open letters in 
Progressive poets. Even today Se aR er oR 
answer to this declaration by Narla Chiranjeevi ani vaupan 
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These letters are worthy of being printed in full in the literary 
history (in the political history as well) of the decade of 1950. 
In the Sunday edition of Andhra Jyoti of mid January, 1987, 
Hari in his ‘Memories’ published some particulars pertaining to 
Sri Sri of those days. 


The elections were over and the defeat of radical forces was 
beyond expectation. Of course, the political parties analysed it 
for themselves but Sri Sri’s fans could not ignore the wound 
caused to him. 


Some of us friends, joined and published the then Telugu 
magazine of Nizam College in 1957, as a tribute to Sri Sri, with 
his photo as the frontispiece. Printing of such a frontispiece - 
amounted to conducting a movement. This endeavour attracted 
the attention of many. K.V. Ramana Reddy too reviewed it in 
the ‘Abhyudaya,’ a monthly of the time! In it I wrote a short 
article testifying Sri Sri to be a patriot. I sent a copy directly 
to Sri Sri to which, he, on a card wrote reproving sensitively 
and directly, “This is not the time for the debating of points 
like patriotism and devotion to another country.” The very 
sentence transformed my thoughts about patriotism. Instead of 
accepting tributes with a smile, reproving those who praise him, 
was a habit of Sri Sri. 


There are many who have such intense experiences as regards 
Sri Sri. If they were to reveal their experiences, they would be 
useful for writing the biography of Sri Sri. K.V.R., Ra.Ra. and 
Chalasani Prasad on intimate terms with Sri Sri can attempt this. 
(It seems Arudra has not yet shed his prejudice against Sri Sri.) 


Those wishing to write a literary biography of Sri Sri had 
better pose themselves some questions. To them impartial and 
unpresumptuous answers are needed. One may have affection 
but when it gets intense it amounts to worshipping. It is a 
hurdle in the search for truth. I will mention here some such 
questions. 


Can we all Sri Sri, an epoch maker by vi i 
Pieper i y virtue of his words, 
Until 1330, Telugu literature led the, way; foe saenand chereaten 
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I led it?” It is true, Sri Sri firmly sang of the voice of the era. 
But if we call him, an epoch maker won't it amount to 


acquiescing to the attitude that some great men would be 
progenitors of eras? 


During the recent time some discussed the issue as to who 
is the progenitor of modern Telugu poetry. Fans of Sri Sri 
contended that he was the progenitor and some others contended 
that Gurajada deserves the title. Isn’t it nonsense and nuisance 
to view literary history or national history by coining such terms 
as father of the nation, mother Bharat and Telugu mother land? 


Sri Sri was a heap of contradictions. He had a surprising 
innocence and an unconcealed transparency. He had faith in the 
Communist doctrines and foolishness of terming Nehru and 
Indira Gandhi as socialists. He had even the feudal mentality of 
publicising his sexual exploits while extolling the socialist values. 
What bad traits in the society could he overcome? To what did 
he succumb? Both these should be judged objectively. Just 
because there were a few lapses, what Sri Sri had achieved would 
not vanish. 


Lastly there is the crazy question: to whom does Sri Sri belong? 
While some say, Sri Sri who said, “I wish to resound as a lay 
to be sung by my race,” is for all, yet some others say, that Sri 
Sri declared ‘Virasam’ as his permanent address. Where is the 
contradiction in Sri Sri’s being a member of Virasam and a poet 
of the entire race? 

Sri Sri was a perfect man, with lapses and virtues on an 
equal level, equally experienced weal and woe and an eternal one 
as a poet. 

Sri Sri is unique. 

(Sri Sri died on June 15, 1983) 


Chera’s Musings, 
1987, June 14. 
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RA. RA., THE 
EARNEST-MINDED, 
APPARENT IN HIS LETTERS 


Critiques of Rachamallu Ramachandra Reddy 
similar to the fiery lightning are well known to all 
the Telugu litterateurs. Only those acquainted with 
him would understand his earnest-mindedness, all 
would not have such an opportunity. Yet even to a 
little extent, it could be found in the intimate letters 
he wrote to his friends. Some people at Cuddapah 
provided such an opportunity. 


By these letters it could be understood how for 
writing a literary history, besides creative literary 
works, the notes taken down by writers, letters to 
their friends and other information too would be 
useful in the task. 


The flutter, sensation and consciousness created 
by the journal Samvedana, in modern Telugu literary 
history is known to the middle-aged Telugu 
litterateurs. By these letters it could be understood 
how many ups and downs, Ra.Ra. had to experience 
in running the journal, how the disregard of some 
friends was instrumental for the misconceptions of 
some others, how greatly he strained himself to set 
them right. When Nallapati Ramappa Naidu turned 
lazy in writing the accounts, he expressed anguish in 
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his letter to Sodum Jayaram, written at the end of October, 
1999, 


On an occasion, disgusted and feeling miserable, he wrote to 
one of his friends to the effect, “Is there any other way for me 
except to feel ashamed of myself inwardly for my inability to 
prevent this unrefined war of letters?” 


Discussions he undertook about some stories, the discussion 
concerning the differences of meaning between tact and worldly 
knowledge, and the discussion relating to Freudian psychology in 
his letters to Sodum Jayaram reveal Ra.Ra.'s extent of knowledge. 


Ra.Ra. did not write autobiography. Probably, no one might 
write his biography but there are many things in his life to be 
learnt by those of the present time. 


While running Samvedana was a splendid event in his life, the 
time he spent in Visalandhra and Russia were events which 
suppressed the creativity in him. He did not conceal his frustration 
by both of these. Not only that, stationed in Russia by 1971 
itself, he became cognisant of Russian bureaucracy’s upper hand 
there. Writing to Viswam from Russia, on 16-2-1971, he said 
in anguish “Taking the quantity alone into account without looking 
for quality is a tradition in this country since 1917. All transactions 
are bureaucratic. Svetlana is a small screw in the huge bureaucratic 
machine... with her half-baked knowledge of Telugu she examines 
my Telugu translation. On the whole it is a very irritating method.” 
At another instance, he rued, saying, “Of the many strange things 
existing here, the non-availability of the books of other nations, 
is one.” Writing to Sodum Jayaram, he said, “I won't advise 
anyone to come here. (to Russia) There is no happiness in this 
life.” 

Writing to K.V. Ramana Reddy (7-8-1971) he said, editing 
means, “giving replies and explanations to the Issey editor, 
Svetlana, who does not properly know Telugu and without 
concealment, he expressed his anguish. Wr iting to eee 

ohana Rao, he said, “There is nothing much I can te 
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you about my life here; I am living mechanically... on the whole 
it is as if in a jail.” 

Like all and if it comes to that, more than many, Ra.Ra. had 
plenty of likes and dislikes, but regarding these he did not have 
any differences of intimacy or otherwise. 


He displayed an unwarranted harshness against Kaloji and 
Addepalli Ramamohna Rao. It is found in these letters too. He 
never even by oversight accepted Digambara poets to be poets. 
As regards members of Virasam, he said, “I cannot say that 
they are dishonest, but they are just so many fools.” But there 
are also instances in which he appreciated the members of 
Virasam. Writing to Mahidhara Ramamohana Rao, (16-12-1970), 
he says, “Though the political line of the members of Virasam 
is wrong, they have at least a revolutionary zeal. More than 
that, chiefly, there is faith in Marxism. In members of Arasam, 
I do not find anything.” Not resting at that he expressed solidarity 
with Kutumba Rao’s opinion: “The duty of writers is not creation 
of revolutionary literature when revolutionary conditions develop, 
but to help for the development of such a situation.” We 
cannot but concur with. these words. 


Tt seems he had an excessive disparagement of the Visalandhra 
Office in Bezawada and Etukuri Balarama Murthy. Writing to 
Jayaram from Moscow in 1971, he said, “As far as I know 
what is totally unavailable in Visalandhra is intellectual company. 
All are of the type of taluk office clerks.” Commenting about 
a review of a book of stories titled, Whirlpool, in Visalandhra in 
1974, he wrote, “In the estate of Visalandhra, there has never 
been a literary standard exceeding this.” I lost the letter 
somewhere but in one of the letters he wrote to me, he used 
more sharp words and decried the scholars of Visalandhra estate 
of those days. In his letter to K.V.R. (17-4-1968) he said, “If 
barren politics were to be poetry - why to mention Marx, Engels 
oes Penig ~ our Etukuri Balarama Murthy too would be a great 
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Aiming Murthy who reviewed Samvedana in Visalandhra, in a 
sarcastic vein, he said, “Regretting for having said that in the 
Telugu land, intellectuals are very less, I agree that in the Telugu 
land, truly, there are great intellectuals,” Writing still more directly 
to Balarama Murthy in a taunting manner, he said, “At least now, 
go through my essay more attentively; I hope it would be 
comprehended. God help you.” 


Mentioning ‘Ramayana Visha Vriksham’ of Ranganayakamma,’ 
(The Poisonous Ramayana Tree) in his letter to Gajjela Malla 
Reddy, he said, “There is neither scientific nor historical outlook 
in it nor even the romantic outlook like that of Chalam or 
Muddukrishna. We don’t find anything except meaningless spite.” 


The correspondence between Ra.Ra. and Ramana Reddy 
(K.V.R.) is very amusing. Their love-hate relationship is well- 
revealed in it. Through his letters to K.V.R. we can find how 
he invites calamities. 


Though he seems to have fought with a lance in hand, Ra.Ra. 
had very liberal opinions about literature. 


In his lengthy letter to K.V.R. he said, “Wherever there is a 
conflict between conservatives and liberals, I wish to stand by 
the liberals.” Many testimonies are found in these letters to affirm 
his yearning that literature first of all should be viewed as literature. 


Criticising Ramana Reddy (in the very letter he wrote to him) 
in unambiguous words, he said, “When you hear politics which 
are not to your liking, your political consciousness gets hold of 
a mace and silences your literary consciousness. You do not 
have any objection to say that politics alone amount to Panes 
poetry. Please excuse me. As I happen to be one See fe 
who feel that by too much of your political rape te 
literature has been put to loss, I had to go to this extent.” Writing 
to the same K.V.R. on 24-2-66, he said as if he were Apa 
sentimentalist “Truly, feeling is the breath of all eS A ere 
is no literature in the absence of feeling. Intensity ot teeling 
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through a letter of 2.2.69, he said, “Go through more diligently. 
Do not read with your mind, but read it with heart. Not only 
Chekov, any literature is only to be read with heart.” 


Ra. Ra. was not only a savage critic but a man with a sensitive 
heart. He is not a great person but a perfect man with likes and 
dislikes on an equal level. We cannot concur with all the opinions 
of Ra.Ra. Yet we cannot doubt the sincerity alloyed with them. 
In these letters he comes close to us. These letters are a treasure 
trove to the litterateurs of the present generation. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1990, May 20. 
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AFTER A DECADE 


Kavuri Ramesh Babu worked (1971-79) as a 
medico doctor in Delhi. During the time he was 
in Delhi, he was not contented with mere medical 
practice. He endeavoured for the cultural 
enlightenment of the Telugu people living in Delhi, 
conducted orientation courses for teachers and made 
arrangements for initiation in dance. He too played 
a role in the play ‘Kanyasulkam’ and staged it. He 
made the authorities of the Lajavatnagar library open 
a section of Telugu books. Even while engaged in 
all these, he got up the Gurajada Memoral volume 
and had it printed on M. Chalapathi Rao’s name. 
He planned for the Gidugu Memorial Volume on 
a more grand scale but he departed from this world 
on May 31, 1979, without finishing the job and 
exactly it has been ten years to date. 


After these ten years, both his children brought 
out the works of Ramesh found in the files and 
got it printed under the title, “After a Decade.’ That 
day (May 31, 1989) in the meeting of friends and 
acquaintances arranged in their own home in 
Bezawada, Mahidhara Ramamohana Rao and 
Puranam Subrahmaya Sarma and the like recollected 
the virtuous acts of Ramesh. 


Ramesh was not a writer of considerable fame, 
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writers of higher renown could not. A stanza, some reports 
and two reviews by him are included in this book. 


Notes jotted down by Ramesh regarding the places he visited, 
the people he met and the information he collected while going 
round the whole of Andhra Pradesh for the Gurajada Memorial 
volume, are very valuable. These should have been printed in 
the memorial volume itself but perhaps he would have thought 
that it would be uncivil to print the notes on his name after 
announcing M. Chalapathi Rao, as the editor and so he closed 
them down in his files. Printing these now in the works of 
Ramesh is very good. By these notes, matters delightful to 
research scholars, factors inducing research and the ways indicating 
the directional aspect for research would be found. 


Our research scholars do not concern themselves about the 
factor of field work in literature. Only for collecting folk songs 
research scholars are going out. For the remaining matters, they 
are mostly depending on libraries. 


Ramesh Babu rushed to every place wherever there was one 
who knew Gurajada. He had been to villages and met many 
people and examined papers. He did all things which could not 
be done by those who pursue research for a degree. As the 
best example for the poser, how a best research scholar should 
be, Ramesh Babu strained himself. He even noted down the 
dates and it is today an invaluable treasure. These notes are 
worth consulting without fail by all those who undertook research, 
are at present engaged in research and wish to undertake research 
on Gurajada. (Those wishing to do so may consult Chera.) 


It seems Tummala Venugopala Rao (Prof. T.V. Rao) said, that 
somebody in Vizianagaram wrote Gurajada’s biography and based 
on it he arranged Gurajada’s English works. Then Ramesh began 
his hunting. He met Puripanda Appalaswamy on June 7, 1976, 
and mentioned this. By it, he came to know that it was true 
and the biographer was the late Vasantarao Brahmaji Rao. From 
there he went to the Railway Colony of Visakhapatnam where 
his brother Vasantha Rao Venkata Rao lived and met him, but 
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an introductory letter asking him to meet Dhata Rao, the elder 
son of Brahmaji Rao. Ramesh Babu went to Avanigadda on 
June 8, on personal work and returned to Visakhapatnam on 
9, and taking Abburi Gopalakrishna with him, rushed to 
Vizianagaram and met Dhata Rao in Vizianagaram. There he 
came to know that Brahmaji Rao gave Gurajada’s biography 
written by him to Gurajada Appa Rao’s son Ramadas, telling 
him to get it printed by Visalandhra Press and he (Rama Das) 
could have the little or more of the amount of its sales. 


But Gurajada Apparao’s son, Ramadas, tearing off the first 
page, wrote his own name as the writer and gave it to 
Visalandhra Press for printing it. Though Brahmaji Rao told 
them that it was his work, the people at Visalandhra Press did 
not pay any attention. As a last resort, Brahmanji Rao obtained 
an injunction from the court and stopped the printing of the 
book, but by that time, the book was lost and could not be 
traced. 


Brahmaji Rao, once again straining himself prepared another 
copy with the help of the old records and gave it to Narla 
Venkateswara Rao who said that he would print it in his paper 
as a serial. He retained the book with him for many days and 
directed Puranam Subrahmanya Sarma to write a letter on 
November 4, 1969, saying that the book would neither be printed 
nor would be returned. Brahmaji Rao died of a heart stroke 
on November 9 and that was the end of a tragic tale. 
Sometime later the book was handed over to Dhata Rao, Due 
to those two bitter experiences, Dhata Rao, hesitated to give the 
book to Ramesh Babu. It is not known whether the book is 
still there or is swallowed up by time. 


j a Rao used to write down marginal notes in 
TERE him. Ramadas encashed even those books by 
putting them to sale. Those left over after their sale to the 
sundry were bought by Brahmaji Rao. Ramesh as in Hie 
notes recorded to have seen them in the house of Dhata Rao. 


Besides these, there are many things in these notes concerning 
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Gurajada Appa Rao’s English Story, ‘Stooping to Rise,’ it seems 
they said, that they handed over everything to Visalandhra. He 
gathered information that Gurajada Appa Rao wrote prefaces in 
English to the play, Harishcnadra by G.C.V. Srinivasacharyulu and 
‘Sri Rama Vijaya Vyayogam’ by Bhagavatula Lakshmi Narayana 
Sastry and they are in the library of the Sanskrit College of 
Vizianagaram. Govindacharyulu, a Lecturer, there promised to 
send their typed copies, but did not keep up the promise. Had 
those been to his hand, they would have found place in the 
Gurajada Memorial Volume. 


In these notes Ramesh also made a critical mention of his 
discussions with some intellectuals. He reproved Narla 
Venkateswara Rao’s antagonism towards Gurajada and Digavalli 
Venkata Siva Rao’s antagonism towards Veeresalingam. 


Later he suggested some tasks to research scholars. 


Tt seems Muddu Krishna took away collections of Appa 
Rao’s manuscripts from Rama Das. Their whereabouts is to be 
ascertained. 

Burra Seshagiri Rao too seemed to have taken away Appa 
Rao’s manuscripts among which there is the Diary of 1911 too. 


Ramesh hoped that the basics for Gurajada’s sayings, “Mine 
is a people’s movement. I would not give up to please any 
one,” “Veeresalingam is certainly a noble soul,” may be found in 
the diary. 

He gathered information from the works of Enamandra 
Suryanarayana and Adibhatla Narayana Das, the contemporaries 
of Appa Rao. Ramesh hoped that much more valuable 
information can be had by undertaking field work. Through 
these notes, a lot of such information can be ascertained. This 
Is a very valuable document to Telugu research scholars. 


With this book Ramesh is reborn and would be immortal. 


Chera’s Musings, 
CCO. Vasishtha Tripathi Collection. Digitized By Siddhanta echas Jye Kisha 


DEMISE OF AN IDEAL 
RESEARCH SCHOLAR 


Tt was the night of Thursday, the 13 of July, 
1989. Viswanadha Reddy on the phone asked me: 
“Poet, G.N. seems to have been admitted to a 
hospital; do you know anything of it?” Later both 
of us separately rang up to Tirupathi. There was 
none in G.N. Reddy’s house. From the house of 
Prof. Subba Reddy, of the Telugu department, we 
ascertained. that all went to Ruia hospital to which 
G.N. Reddy was admitted! Ringing up to the 
hospital we came to know that G.N. Reddy breathed 
his last at 8.20 that night. By that time, it was nearly 
11.00 in the night. 


The full name of G.N. Reddy is Golla 
Narayanaswamy Reddy. He condensed his name as 
G.N. Reddy. Friends called him G.N.R. and G.N. 


Hereafter, G:N.’s wholesome laughter flowing out 
in waves would not be heard. The broad brow 
with slender folds always seriously pondering over 
research alone would no more be seen. It has not 
been many days since all of us, the research scholars, 
celebrated the day of his completing sixty years. 


I remembered Gerald Kelly’s word, sometime 
back. When I spoke of some one as, “He is sixty 
» he was startled and with a sneer in his 


d, i 
years ol “Sixty is not old.” (It is pitiful, he passed 


eyes, said, 
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away in 1987, December, even before completing sixty.) 
Impressions of age were never found on G.N. Even on 1989, 
June 29, when I met him in the Telugu Department of Sri 
Venkateswara University, he was nearly the same as in December, 
1961, when I first met him. 


I used to first think of him as a Bhaskara who did not 
write. In the feature, titled, ‘Those Three’ published in Andhra 
Jyoti on the occasion of his completing sixty years, I wrote, 
“Reddy speaks moderately, eats less, is continent in drinking and 
writes little,” and poked fun at him. But on looking at the list 
of books published by him on the occasion of his sexagenarian 
function, I thought to myself, that he too, was no mean a person. 
I was ever confident of his fortitude in research, but felt, his 
output was less. But it was proved to be false just at that time 
itself. 

When I studied linguistics in Wisconsin University, G.N. arrived 
there. In the house rented by me and Adapa Rama Krishna Rao, 
he too was accommodated by us. He used to handle linguistics 
courses. He used to be a source of guidance and tendered suitable 
advices regarding my studies. Besides the three of us, Abburi 
Varada Rajeswara Rao, was with us for six months. The four 
of us, fond of literature, gathered at a place and often talked 
of Telugu literature. Reddy had all good habits. By daybreak 
he used to finish all formalities and even putting on his shoes 
was engaged in reading, sitting in a sofa. 


Reddy was of a little serious type. He did not like 
unnecessary gossip, temperate humour used to spring up. While 
in Wisconsin, he was unmarried, He was by then thirty five. 
For fun and to be playful with him, and a little fearfully, I used 
to say, “He would have loved some girl while studying in Madras. 
The girl, jilting him, would have wedded another one. This 
gentleman would have undertaken a terrible vow not to marry.” 
By these words, even such a serious person, burst into a hearty 
ae welling up in waves. His laughter used to be very 
ranty and we longed to he BEE SA ANG aghar Gyaan Kosha 
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GN. was very strict in his duties concerning the positions he 
occupied. There were no instances of his misusing the position 
for personal ends. Though under unavoidable circumstances, in 
one or two instances, he compromised, for the most part, he 
was straight forward. Whatever University Selection Committee 
he was on, none had the daring to approach him. He was the 
prominent among the Telugu Professors who upheld the dignity 
of the post. 


Pretence, often seen among those in position, was not found 
in him. I know gentlemen, who soon after getting onto a higher 
seat, would hesitate to raise their fattened heads, thinking as if 
they occupied Devendra’s throne. Among his students are 
Communist workers and fans too. In fact, no political party suited 
his temperament. I do not think, Reddy who pursued academic 
vocation as his life, would fit in politics. But politics of Tirupati 
have a speciality, those would never let men on their own. 


Reddy always allocated much time only for research. 
Compilation of dictionaries was his life-breath. Even before he 
could lend finishing touches to the Dictionary of Synonyms he 
was compiling with the funding of U.G.C., mother nature 
absorbed him. After retirement, he tried to complete the tasks 
he could not while in position. But fate turned crooked and 
time forsook forbearance. 


As Vice-Chancellor of University, Reddy donned a crown of 
thorns. The government did not co-operate, grants were not 
released in time. Antagonist forces allowed him no sleep. Gritting 
his teeth he was in the post for three years but in fact, he gained 
nothing. Probably, the same tension would have in stealth dealt 
a blow to his health. Had he not got the post, Reddy would 
have been amidst us for some more time. 


The gifts he wished to hand us would have been to our 
hand but we are not so fortunate enough. 


But what Reddy achieved is not of a less order. He compiled 


i i d a dictionary for the high 
glossaries of vocational words, an e A ir 
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undertook research on semantics in Telugu. He also conducted 
research on the influence of English literature over Telugu literature 
and wrote many research-oriented prefaces and essays. 


Engaging himself in research, he induced research on 
numerous new topics. He would be alive through his students. 
The Department of Telugu of Sri Venkateswara University would 
remember him everyday. 


GN. introduced seriousness, research orientation and modernity 
in the departments of Telugu in Universities which felt contented 
by elucidating the obscene stanzas of old classics, and alloying 
romance with crazy jokes. If the Department of Telugu he 
built up could at least uphold the standards he set up, it would 
be a fitting tribute to him. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1989 July 23. 
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WHERE ARE TRACES 
OF TIME DEPARTED 
AFTER FLAPPING ITS 

VENOMOUS WINGS 


Time displays its antipathy as if to teach a lesson 
to man when he puffs up to be very powerful. 
Time, of late, is delivering blow after blow to lovers 
of Telugu literature. 


Time took away G.N. Reddy, retired from Sri 
Venkateswara University and devoting all his time 
for compiling a dictionary. It has not been even a 
year since this happened. (1989 July 13) Time, in 
the form of a car accident stung Ramsha and 
Godavari Sarma proceeding to Rajahmundry to 
attend the book exhibition there on 1990, February 
15. 


I do not personally know Ramsha but it is 
impossible for those that stepped into youth in the 
fifties, not to have read Abhisarika. Along with it, 
Jyothi and Rerani used to be published from Tenali. 
Through Abhisarika, Ramsha, together with romance 
handed down scientific sexual knowledge. Chiefly, 
it was only Ramsha who to a large extent, 
introduced Havelock Ellis to Andhra. He also used 
to write poetry. I do not remember in which 
journal and when I read the two undermentioned 
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Beloved, have you heard 
Ramsha’s love lore 


Though it has not been a full life and the end unnatural, time 
had at least provided ‘Ramsha, the opportunity to accomplish 
what he wished.’ 


It is a pity, Godavari Sarma was very young, an enthusiast 
and a resolute one. He had an ambition to achieve a lot. He 
too departed along with Ramsha. 


In poetry, Godavari Sarma, loved Ismail’s trend and wrote 
simplistic poetry. In 1987, November, the Central Sahitya 
Akademi conducted a workshop in Kerala for southern languages 
on translation. From Telugu, Vegunta Mohan Prasad, Godavari 
Sarma, Chandrasekhara Reddy, Chaganti Tulasi and Sampatkumar 
and the like attended it. The Akademi appointed me as the 
resource person to this group. Analysing their translations, we 
commonly discussed the problems they faced. A great yearning 
for poeticity was found in Vegunta Mohan Prasad, i.e. instead 
of ordinary words, he used to search for words signifying poetry. 
He did not like to use the word ‘kanu reppalu’ (eye lids) but 
contracted it as ‘kanreppalu.’ He said that ‘dawn’ is to be written 
as ‘udayam,’ (day break) ‘vekuva’ (the twilight hours) or ‘pratyusha 
vela,” (aurorean time) Godavari Sarma used very simple and plain 
words. I found out this when one of Rabindra’s love lyrics 
was translated. I mention this only to indicate the diversity in 


their ways of translation but not to say that one rendering is 
better than the other. 


Vegunta and I went there with a resolution similar to a vow 
of undertaking some translations from Telugu to English. But 
all through our stay of three weeks, none except, Afsar’s ‘Saigal’s 


song,’ could be done. 


Godavari Sarma did not waste time. Getting up early, he 
started writing poetry or some translation. In the workshop he 


translated many poetic pieces from English to Telugu and from 


Telugu to English. ' 
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and read their poems to me after translating them into Telugu. 
I do not remember how many, he translated but undertook many. 
How many more he would have translated! He was not even 
forty. Just by that time, he gained fame as a reputed Telugu 
poet, story writer and translator. Let alone fame, had he been 
alive for some more years, he would have handed down to the 
Telugu people poetry from other languages and extended Telugu 
poetry to other regions. We have many who can write in English 
but there are not many who can impress poetry of national 
languages as poetry even in English. That is why, the dearth of 
Godavari Sarma seems all the more intense. 


Personally, he was gentle and in fact there is little 
correspondence of thoughts and opinions between the two of 
us. Yet he knew how to differ softly. He had also the courage 
and tact to express his difference of opinion in a clear manner 
and unemotionally, imbuing it with a smile. This is a very rare 
quality. Similarly, Godavari Sarma is a very rare person. 


Even before a month passed after the demise of Ramsha 
and Godavari Sarma, time again lashed its whip on the Telugu 
literary world. T.L. Kantha Rao, died on March 5. Anyone, 
even with a little acquaintance of modern literature, would not 
have unheard of T.L. Kantha Rao’s name. Sometime or the other, 
they would have met him. 


He undertook book reviews too numerous to be printed. 
Manifold are the books he introduced under the title “Pens and 
Collections!’ Multitudinous are the writers! There used to be a 
frieridly competition between the two of us in getting hold of 
powerful writers by an intense search. At times, he used to be 
ahead of me. I cannot definitely say, he was a Marxist critic 
but can certainly say, he was a critic with a strong Marxist leaning. 
As far as I am concerned I too have regard for Marxist doctrine, 
love for the writers endeavouring in its range and affection for 
the those making sacrifices, but the attraction as regards beset 
thoughts, leaning towards heart-stirring feelings, ardent liking for 
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withstand these allurements. Whatever it be concerning 
methodology, he was well known to the world of Telugu 
literature as a committed Marxist critic. 


He used to write reviews as excessively as he smoked in quick 
succession. No one can earn much by reviews but Kantha Rao 
got a little more than others, but to what avail! He spent the 
whole thing on cigarettes. Those very cigarettes at last snatched 
him away from us. 


I used to think, it would be better if Kantha Rao did some 
concrete work. He registered his name for Ph.D. on the stories 
of Ravi Sastry in Nagarjuna University. Whenever I met him, I 
used to remind him saying, “Give up the reviews for sometime, 
and stop the column for sometime. Finish your doctorate soon.” 
He used to say “I am at it, Sir; yes, this summer it would be 
over,” and raised hopes in me but he took leave even without 
completing it. 


I do not know, how he, arriving in Hyderabad for medical 
treatment, without calling on anybody and sending for anybody, 
silently departed, from this world bidding adieu to Hyderabad 
friends and his family! The tone which clanged with a lively spirit 
all on a sudden turned dumb eternally and silently bade farewell. 


What answer can we offer for ourselves for the departure 
of two Telugu men of letters in such a short span? What 
explanation can we render? Is it the antipathy of time? or is it 
natural to time? Time which is to flap its golden wings departed 
by flapping poisonous wings. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1990 March 18. 
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HIS SMILE IS AN 
INDELIBLE MEMORY 


Ketavarapu Ramakoti Sastry (1931-1960) wrote 
as under as far back as thirty years. 


These men are wretched-minded, wrapped in 
great sins, 
You are unique, unable to serve you they grin, 
you wont’ be felt by these, 
Bless me with a long life, your grace is superb! 
O, creator of great wonders 
I would, expound you, the abode of nectarine 


mellifluence. 


He wrote so in a long poem, titled ‘Ananda 
Chetana.” (Delightful Consciousness) But his favourite 
deity did not favour him with a long life and did 
not even provide him the opportunity to expound. 


Ramakoti Sastry (Senior Telugu Professor, 
Department of Telugu, Kakatiya University) was not 
a materialist. He had his own convictions. I do 
not know whether he offered the twilight oblations 
or not but he had the sacred thread on. Yet, it 
seems, he had not the other types of practices. He 
dined in anyone’s house (like me) satisfactorily needing 
pickles and ghee too. 

Whenever I remember him, I think of his smile. 
He is the best example for the compound word 
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“A man of a charming face, smeared in smiles.” With the same 
smile, he would be remembered by all. 


Yet I felt very much pained for my inability to view the 
smile when I went to Warangal on 1991, October 29, to see 
him for the last time. I could not be there until the obsequies 
were over. 


The previous night at 10 o’clock, Varavara Rao, rang me up 
from Nandigam Krishna Rao’s home and conveyed the 
information. The next day, I came to know that Sastry met 
with a scooter accident, slipped into coma and later his life was 
merged with the infinite. I rushed to the railway station in the 
early morning on 29 but there were no trains at all. Immediately, 
I rushed to bus stand but there was no room in the buses. I 
felt helpless and when was about to get back in dejection, I met 
G.V. Subrahmanyam and Mudigonda Veerabhadraiah, Lecturers 
of the Department. of Telugu, Central University. Once again 
we went back to the bus stand and got a bus after an hour. 


' There is no need for details now, but the accident occurred 
at 1.00 P.M. itself on 28. When he was proceeding on a scooter 
on Warangal road, an oil tanker came from the opposite direction 
near Lal Bahadur College. Trying to avoid a cycle coming from 
the opposite direction, he dashed against the oil tanker and by 


a hard blow to the head, he lost consciousness and did not 
recover. 


All are aware, that one born is sure to perish, yet an untimely 
death and that too death by an accident is too painful for those 
left behind. Of late untimely deaths and deaths of Telugu Writers 
in accidents rose up. Kantha Rao, the critic, suddenly died, 
without anybody knowing about his critical position. It has not 
been much time since the English scholar and Telugu poet, 
Godavari Sarma, along with Ramsha died in a car accident and 
just within a short time, accident to Sastry. 
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Proceeding from Himayatnagar to Narayanaguda in Hyderabad, 
one comes across a junction in which there is a statue of 
Gandhiji. (Now that statue of Gandhi is not there.) A few 
yards ahead, on the right and a little inside, there is a house. 
Once Prof. Biruduraju Rama Raju stayed in it. On some work, 
I went to him. There I found Ramakoti Sastry, with ear studs 
bearing crocodiles’ head, splashing sportive smiles. I do not now 
remember whether at that time I was studying for B.A., degree 
or failing in B.A., examinations was trying to complete it but 
can definitely state, that I was pondering over moraic metre as 
a problem of life and death. 


Those were the days when scholars were still under a delusion 
that modern poetry had no prosody, In the editorial of the first 
issue of Jayanti, the monthly (1958) run by Juvvadi Gowthama 
Rao, under the editorship of Viswanatha Satyanarayana, it was 
said, “Modern prosody is a fluff of cotton blown away by the 
wind.” In the monthly Abbyudaya of 1958, June-August, I wrote 
two articles on moraic metre. Coming to know that Ramakoti 
Sastry, even before this wrote an article on the same subject in 
the journal of Andhra Sahitya Parishat, I met him. Then he 
was doing research on “The Poetic Art of Tikkana,” under the 
supervision of Rama Raju. According him due honour as a 
senior scholar, I asked him about the article. Like a prophet, 
he flung a gentle laugh. I took the article and read it too. 


Sastry did B.A., (Hons) (equivalent of M.A.) around 1954. 
Later, he worked as a Lecturer in Telugu in a college at Gudivada. 
Tripuraneni Madhusudana Rao (my classmate in Honours), 
Tammareddy Nirmala, Professor, Nagarjuna University, then his 
students at college, still recollect his mastership. In Kakatiya, 
Varavara Rao, did his Ph.D. under his guidance on the novels 
of Telengana struggle. Sastry had an interest about Marxism. 
He translated a part of Christopher Cauldwell’s Musion and Reality 
into Telugu. Some time back, following Satyanarayana’s way, he 
attacked Kanyasulkam, but again changed his opinion. Though he 
had his devotional way, he evinced interest in revolutionary writers 


ici in their debates and 
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meetings. It is true these are the paradoxes in him, pointed out 
by some. It is probable, such paradoxes may be inevitable in 
the lives of many! It does not mean, I am justifying myself, but 
I am endeavouring to understand. 


Viswanatha Satyarayana’s poetry was the life and blood of 
Ramakoti Sastry. Every cell of his body stimulated to that poetry. 
The same feeling was expressed through a stanza in his long 
poem. ‘Ananda Chetana,’ cited hereunder. 


O, Lord! I was inadvertently born, let that be, for this life 
Let me be graced to turn pious by a dip in the holy waters 
Of the literature of Viswanatha, the resplendent repository 
And preceptor, salvation can only be considered later. 


Sastry had the emotional and spiritual fervour to think that 
a dip in the holy literature of Viswanatha was more desirable 
than salvation. I still remember his entrancement combined with 
loud applauses when I played the cassette of Viswanatha 
Satyanarayana’s stanzas (read by Gowthama Rao) in the Telugu 
Conference in Bangalore in 1989. 


Boundless was the impact of Viswanatha Satyanarayana on 
Sastry’s poetry and prose. Of course, he gave up writing of 
poetry. When he felt, he was freeing himself from that impact, 
I cited a sentence from his work on Pothana. He was so sincere 
that he immediately agreed that it was true. 


Many who advocate the use of the language of common 
parlance for literary purposes, did not write it. (Anyone who 
goes through the matter concerning bookish language by Gidugu 
Ramamurthy cannot write in the language of common parlance. 
Of course, it is a different thing.) I cannot. The language used 
by Sri Sri is not at all the spoken language. 


The language used by Gidugu and Gurajada who carried on 
a great struggle for it, was not the spoken language. Getting 
hold. of such a style and essence in poetry was Viswanatha 
Satyanarayana’s greatness. Sentence construction resembles 
conversation 1ridche dormicofdivtirds Hs Slisivicid GerachiGeycclaseital. 
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Followers of Satyanarayana too endeavoured and got hold of 
the craft. Would Sastry lag in such an effort? The 
undermentioned stanza can be cited as an example for it. 


As for me, I am entirely entangled in worldly ways 
And I trek along sundry ways, why do these nymphs 
Aim their ruthless glances at me and provoke, 

Lord, won’t you be pleased to thwart them? 


The words ‘yemo, Telugu to mean, ‘of course,’ in the word 
‘nenomo,’ and ‘asalu,’ Telugu word, meaning ‘entirely’ are indicative 
of conversational style. The Telugu word, ‘ee nannun’ which 
means, ‘me of such a type,’ is suggestive of a conversational 
style indicating direction. The Sanskrit adverb ‘bahu’ (greatly) 
occurs often even before Telugu words in the refined 
conversation of the Telugu people. Ramakoti Sastry wrote such 
stanzas effortlessly. 


Sastry did not like the grammatical adjunct ‘ya’ (Telugu) used 
to combine two words. In the above stanza, we find words 
written distinctly without recourse to combination. Giving up 
the grammatical adjunct, ‘ya’ (Telugu) in alliteration and providing 
alliteration by vowels would be highly pleasing, as can be seen 
in the following stanzas. 


Ee agachatlamari bratukenni dinalani velladeetu ee 

Laa? Imudinchuko nanu elaagayinan bhavadantaraana ee 
Saa udukettipoyinadayaa ‘eda nippu oorpugaalula 

Bbo! egadattuchunnayadi podunu pranamaa nilva jaaladun. 


The above is a roman transcription of the Telugu stanza, the 
rough translation of which, is as under. 


For how many days should J pull along this life of woes 

In this fashion, Lord! somehow, let me be united with you 
Lord, my heart is completely seared by hot puffs of wind, alas my 
Life unable stand this ordeal, would be puffed up, allow 
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Ee aiswarya madaandhakaananamu kanne kanarado 

ho? Oggalapu gnadakattera idemo jecvitambanta de 

vaa! otariti untivaa? asalu levaa? Emo naakemi gu 

rto? augamuleruga naaku vasamaa? tandri! jagadrakshakaa! 


The rough translation of the above Telugu stanza in roman 
transcription, would be as under. 


Alas! In this arrogant jungle of affluence I am dazzled, 
This is a giant pair of scissors, Lord, they say, this is life, 
I am wearied, do you exist or do not, what do I know, 
Am I capable of distinguishing the good and the bad, 
my sire, protector of the universe 


Stanzas with assonant words, would, perforce, be found in 
books on rhetorics. It would be highly pleasing, if the craft of 
providing alliteration with vowels and the scheme followed in 
the two stanzas above, are clearly demarcated. Another distinction 
in these two stanzas is the arrangement of assonant words in 
the order of letters. The scheme followed for achieving assonance 
is to make the initial letter of the stanza, a single-lettered word 
and to make it interrogative in the other three lines. I regret for 
having missed the opportunity of discussing all these with Sastry. 


It seems, Ramakoti Sastry wrote this ‘Ananda Chetana, in the 
pattern of a sataka, (A sataka is a collection of a hundred and 
odd stanzas.) He did not go in for the refrain repeated at the 
end of every stanza, but most stanzas end in the vocative 
(perhaps) addressed to his endeared God, Lord Siva. The 
freedom he got by giving up the rule regarding the vocative 
was utilised by Sastry for achieving diversity in addressing. One 
wishing to undertake research on the genre of ‘Sataka’ (the 
method of those who did research hitherto was different) should 
analyse the vocatives used by Sastry. 


The vocatives in the word combinations hereunder would seem 
to be very new. 


jo! Lord, the epitome of brilliance!’ 
o. Lord, the resplendence of all the directions! 
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It can also be seen that two lines of a stanza were utilised 
for vocatives. 


‘O Lord! the amalgam of the blissful and graceful Gauri! 
‘O Lord! deriving intense pleasure of the love of the 


deity, the divine river!’ 


There is also an innuendo that Lord Siva engages in romantic 
dalliance with Ganga too, even after sharing half his body with 
Gouri. He did not set for himself any rule regarding a particular 
classical metrical stanza, but utilised classical metrical stanzas only. 
It could also be found that Sastry violated the rules concerning 
the language used in devotional satakas. He experimented freely 
by using such combinations as ‘nenu sariramanchanukone 
samayana,’ meaning “When I was about to consider that this is 
the body,” and ‘mondyagranin,’ which means “The top most 
stubborn fellow.’ For some unknown reason, he gave up writing 
poetry; (who can answer, why?) a hope arises in me that if he 
were to have written poetry during the later part too, he would 
have written great poetry in a mature style alloyed with fancy. 


I have a doubt, if there is any book of classical Andhra 
literature not read by Sastry. Ask him about any book, he would 
furnish all the details about it. Once, while I was reading 
‘Sakuntala Parinayam,’ a rare find, printed by Vavilla Publishing 
Co., in Andhra Book Hosue (then existing) I mentioned with 
Sastry that there is a very detailed description of the relationship 
between the families of Vasireddy and Chirumamilla surnames. 
Immediately, Sastry said that the poet was ‘Krishna Kavi’ and 
furnished all the particulars. 


Sastry wrote his thesis on the poetic art of Tikkana, (Setting 
aside his circumlocutions in his writing of prose sien 
many valuable things. Mentioning the pattern ot translation, le 
dlinched T issue; he. said, it is meaningless to talk about Tikkana’s 
way of translation, when it is not known which text TR 
followed and whether he followed any single text. He felt it 


: ; ilable in Telugu as an 
appropriate to consider the Bharata alis close to the doctrines 
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of the Russian formalists. Sastry made these proposals 
independently and without any relation to the said formalism. 


Setting aside all those contentions, the madhyakkara stanza 
written by him dedicating his thesis to Vartikota Alvaru Swamy 
fascinated me. Alvaru Swamy is famous as one who wrote 
novels about Telangana struggle under the title ‘Common Man’s 
Person, Gangu.’ Thirty years back, he published books at easy 
prices under the banner of ‘Desodhdharaka Publications.’ I think, 
Sastry put up in his house in Secunderabad and carried out his 
research. Once then (probably, 1961) I visited his house. All 
over and everywhere in Sastry’s room, there were books. Coming 
down to the point, the stanza that attracted me is the one given 
hereunder. 


To the one with a smile imbued with the fragrance 
of the lotus faced deity, Sridevi 
To the one with the various graceful qualities, 
To the one instrumental for all my earthly progress 
To the rapturous and refined one, Alvaru Swamy. 


Sastry expressed his gratefulness to Alvaru Swamy for being 
responsible for his all round development. For some unknown 
reason, Sastry did not follow Satyanarayana’s pattern in writing 
madhyakkara. In his Ramayana, Satyanarayana adopted two syllabic 
rhymings in the madhyakkara. In the madhyakkara satakas written 
on Gods, he used the rhyming syllable in the fashion of Nannaya. 
Nannaya’s pattern was the classical one. Sastry adopted 
Yerrapragada’s technique. 


I made a mention of this stanza with Sastry, in an appreciating 


manner. He was surprised saying, hitherto, none talked about 
the dedicatory stanza. 


z Sastry had a great yearning for enhancing the standards of 
research in Telugu. He conducted seminars for the purpose in 
Warangal, invited many and arranged talks. 


Perhaps it might have been ten years back. One night when 
Leeached. may homecsnith dipping clothes rafter-acendemdinosk 
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Knowing 
f the time 
lines in Satyanarayana’s 


“In his earlier life 

he would have died in some well, 
thinking there is none beside to grieve 
and to hear of his demise 

that call getting indistinct 

between the heart and the throat.” 


Sastry alone knew this secret then. Getting the hint through 
“Chera’s Musings’ he rushed to Sampatkumara and obtained the 


details. Gowthama Rao and Suprasanna got to know this on 
1991, October 29. 


Sastry had a fine eloquence and capacity to argue. Talking 


to him was a delightful experience. His restraint was unparalleled. 
His smile is an indelible memory. 


Probably, it may be the only one left over to his friends. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1992 February 16. 
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MY FIRST LITERARY 
FRIEND IS NO MORE 


At 6.20 P.M. on October 23, Saripalli 
Dwarakanath took leave of this world and was gone 
forever. The letter written by-his son, Ravikiran, 
reached me after five days when all the rites were 
over. I don’t know how he ascertained that I am 
in Osmania University. 

Factually, it was only a card, but how tragic was 
the news it conveyed! It altered the whole mood. 
Grief did not well up immediately on looking at 
the news but my mind was flustered. 


He met me once in Bezawada, perhaps within a 
year after leaving Bandar town in 1952. His father 
and brother died. (I do not remember who died 
first.) His sister was still a child. At that time his 
brother was father of either a daughter or a son. 
Since there were no immovable properties, they were 
required to subsist by hard struggle. The situation 
was such that Dwarakanath was required to join any 
job he could get immediately on passing Intermediate. 
(I failed in the examination) and be contented with 
it. Then he joined as a T.T.. I do not know what 
promotions he got later, but I think he was in a 
post of the railways till the end. 


Dwarakanath would not be found hereafter. 
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if alive? But a hope, he might have been found. A contentment 
that though not seen, he is in this world! I was at Tanuku at 
the time he died. Bethavolu Ramabrahmam and I thought of 
attending the sexagenarian function of Chamarti Kanakaiah, the 
next day in Kakinada but for some reason or the other we put 
it off. Dwarakanath’s last address was Kakinada only. I think 
he stayed in Kakinada from a long time. Had I been to 
Kakinada, I might have had a last glimpse of his elementary 
body. It was not also certain. Formerly I used to ascertain 
through railway officials that he was in Kakinada, News about 
me too might have reached him. He never wrote to me. If 
he came across anyone known to both of us, he used to enquire 
about me and reminded me to the person. He used to say that 
he would write to me but never did so. 


Eight years back I had been to Kakinada for the releasing 
of the book. A Place Without a Doctor of the Hyderabad Book 
Trust. They printed leaflets etc. for the purpose. Had he intended 
to meet me, it was easy enough. 


Once a strange incident took place. There was a train that 
started at 2.30 P.M. from Bezawada towards the Nizam region. 
My sister boarded the train with her children and a lot of 
luggage. T.T.I. Dwarakanath caught her and asked her to pay 
for the luggage. He asked her to show the tickets. The tickets 
were upto Madhira. Then he mentioned my name to her and 
asked if she knew me. Coming to know who she was, he 
ordered coffee for her and treated her courteously and bade 
her farewell. Even then he did not give her his address and tell 
her that I should write to him, nor even wrote to me. He was 
never afterwards seen by me. 

I came to know that his sister Rajeswari is in Hyderabad and 
so hope kindled in me that he may sometime come to this 
place, yet my hope did not materialise. Within a short time, this 
news, that he passed away! > 

ld it have been had Dwarakanath met me! What 
AA talked about! In fact, would there have been 
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We parted in the days of early youth. We moved together 
for two years stuffing our lives with dreams and illusions. What 
would we have talked after the dreams were shattered with life’s 
realities and the illusions evaporated. Perhaps we would have 
talked about the bald head, hair turned grey, the paunch that 
protruded, debts incurred, about the days in which college beauties 
were adored and some such matters! 


I have a doubt that he did not intentionally provide me such 
an opportunity. Otherwise how was it possible that he could 
not get at me while I could be reached by those who 
purposefully got my address and aimed their arrows of letters 
resembling the terrible lightning? Had I got an occasion to meet 
him, I had been thinking of asking him as to why he did not 
write. But within a short time he passed away! 


I think, I reached the stage wherein I can withstand the sight 
of intimate ones dying and hear of their death. Each death has 
been making an indelible impression on my mind. Why had 
Dwarakanath’s death made such a deep impression? 


He was my first literary friend. Those were the days when 
there was great a yearning that something should be written. 
Then he contributed ‘limericks’ to Andhra Patrika. I think it 
was only Nanduri Ramamohana Rao who published them and 
they were concerning the speeches of the then Pakistani Prime 
Minister, Liaqat Ali Khan. It was only he, who first introduced 
limericks, to me. At that time (1950-52) we sometimes used to 
absent ourselves from college and roamed about the streets from 
Foxes’ Orchard to Buttayiper, rolling up the trousers, unbuttoning 
the top one of the shirt, (l think, then we considered it a fashion) 
without footwear. We consumed two bananas, had a soda, 
perhaps lit a cigarette, (then it was the symbol for freedom of 
action) roamed the streets without footwear, imprinting our feet 
on the sandy ways, when it rained. I still remember a fragment 
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How many lays are hidden in this stone 
If one scratches by finger nail, stories of the past 
In a melting manner, it would pour out. 


It was the time when I was discovering moraic metre, I 
| analysed the lyric recited by him impromptu and I told him of 
the moraic structure in which each line has ten morae, divided 
into five plus five. I asked him, if he knew prosody. He said, 
that he was unaware of it. The fragment of the lyric recited 
by him in moraic structure, similar to a couplet in prosodial 
feet, perplexed me. Then both of us would have completed 
e sixteen years and stepped into the seventeenth. During those 
days it used to be a thrilling experience to discover the prosody 
of any song we heard. It was then a hobby. (even now) 


Then we went about as poets in collaboration. (l don't think, 
by that time I started writing poetry or even if I had, I would 
have been faltering in my composing) In that context, one day 
our English Lecturer, M.V. Suryanarayana got hold of me and 
chided me saying, “You fellow! He knows a little English and 
you don’t know. Why do you spoil yourself by going about 
with him?” (It was the manner in which teachers of the 
generation affectionately chided their students.) 


My friend, Dwarakanath got a good grounding in English; 
not only that, he was also aware of it. There was an incident 
b to prove, how he was conscious of it. When I studied 
Intermediate second year in Hindu College in Bandar, Narukonda 
Nageswara Rao, (of my own age and then a hardcore Stalinist) 
and I stayed in a room in English palem. Opposite to it was 
a vacant site with coconut trees. Dwarakanath was well versed 
in the art of climbing coconut trees and plucking coson in 
stealth. He said, he would get to their top and would rop 
down some coconuts. I told him not to do so and said that 
the owners would get hold and thrash him. 


i aid that they would 
He said that none would thrash him and said that 
cckefuddled: if herspakesion English, Fracan han he, said, happened 
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He got on to a coconut tree. The neighbours arrived. My friend 
got down and spoke fluently in English and when they saw a 
boy of sixteen or seventeen speaking so fluently in English, they 
let him off. 


Once he revealed the secret of his good knowledge of 
English. His father made him get by heart the whole of The 
Vicar of Wakefield. After he did so, he made him read it again 
with the help of a dictionary and by it he got a good hold 
over English grammar and vocabulary. 


There was an English Lecturer named Gokhale (a Telugu) at 
that time (stayed at Foxes’ Orchard) in Hindu College, Bandar. 
Parents of Dwarakanath lived in the portion next to that lecturer. 


Numerous were the dreams Dwarakanath had. Both of us 
in collaboration wished to translate the novels of Mulkraj Anand 
into Telugu. One of our friends said, he had already translated 
them and so we gave up the proposal. It was false; he did not 
translate and he played a hoax. Often, he spoke of Bulusu G. 
Prakash. I saw him in September, 1992, in Vizianagaram. He 
gained name as a story writer. 


When I think of the three friends intertwined in my life, I 
sink with a feeling of guilt. It is my conviction that those three 
are more intelligent, and more capable than I am and they would 
have fared well, had they got suitable opportunities at the proper 
ae My anguish is that they languished due to lack of these 


Dwarakanath is the first among those. His father and brother 
died in succession (I do not remember the order) and imposed 
a very heavy burden on him. He would have become a great 
poet (earlier to me he wrote poetry) or he would have turned 
out to be a great critic. (He studied English well) and would 
have become some thing more, but has become a T.T.I. I do 
not know what he became later. The second one was Narukonda 
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mathematics and would have become a good engineer. Like 
Dwarakanath, with the devolving of family responsibility over 
him, he sank down. He is found often and makes me feel 
guilty. This one is not a litterateur. Once he was a staunch 
Communist. (I do not know what he is now!) 


The third one whom we often referred to as “Our Lean 
One,’ is Jagadam Lakshminarayana. By his brother’s toil he studied 
upto B.A., degree and put an end to his studies of M.A., in the 
middle. When I was crooning ‘mutyala saralu,’ a kind of moraic 
metre, he wrote ultra modern verse libre appreciated by Ajanta 
and Varada. Contributing a wonderful article on modern poetry 
to the annual issue of Nizam College in 1957, with Sri Sri’s 
picture as frontispiece, he picked up a literary row with K.V. 
Ramana Reddy. This issue was reviewed at length by K.V.R. in 
the then monthly, Abbyudaya, He was talented to stand by Ajanta 
as a great or poet or to become a critic on a par with K.V.R. 
(or both) but is languishing as a Personnel Officer in the mines 
of Kothagudem. These serve as examples to the English word 
‘brilliant.’ Life had been sore towards these. That is why, when 
I ever see them and think of them, I feel guilty as a criminal. 
Though I did not commit any offence against them, I feel 
troubled thinking that the opportunities they would have had, 
had reached me. If we explain ‘fate’ as life not understood by 
us, these are really deceived by fate. 


For my guilty feeling concerning Dwarakanath, there is another 
small cause. During the days of my study at Bandar, he needed 
some thirty or forty rupees. I gave him the amount but he 
could not return it. He did not want to be indebted to me. 
So he gave me the three volumes of the Andhra Mahabharata, 
Basava Puranam in verse by Pidaparti Somanatha and probably 
Kalapoornodayam of Pingali Surana (with the running commentary 
by Malladi Suryanarayana Sastry. Though I dissuaded him, he 


i id they were not read then by any in 
did not pay heed. He said He EER 


his house. I lost the Mahabhan : ; a 
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Narayana Rao and Kalapoornodayam is still with me. I do not 
know how it would have been, if I firmly turned them down? 


1 would not have turned them down owing to my covetousness 
of books! 


Whatever it be, Dwarakanath departed forever. My first 
literary friend departed beyond sight, leaving to me my guilty 
feelings. His intellect to be resplendent was extinguished even 
without kindling. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1993, November 21. 
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ARE TIME AND MORTALITY 
SYNONYMOUS? 


I know that there is no time and it is only an 
idea formulated by man for the non-existing thing 
occurring due to the revolving of the planets. But 
mind cannot forever continue its march along with 
science. Sometimes, it is subjected to some illusions. 
I do not know whether these illusions are necessary 
for the existence of men. Though needed or not, 
these might be unavoidable. 


The month of December seems inimical to me. 
The month of December gobbled up my endeared, 
and intimate ones. 


Thirty years back, my father died on December 
12, 1962. Then I was preoccupied with higher 
studies beyond the oceans. All of us, elder and 
younger brothers, some for studies and others by 
virtue of profession, had gone far off. He used to 
say in a reproaching manner, “They would arrive 
after I pass away to see my corpse.” I did not 
have even that opportunity. In the condition I was 
in those days, such an opportunity was unimaginable, 
Not only that, the letter carrying the news arrived 
coolly crossing the boundary of the year. Prof. G.N. 
Reddy, Adapa Rama Krishna Rao, I and a few 
others went round Texas, Arizona and some other 


returned, to Wisconsin on an evening and 
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opening the bundle of letters, I read this piece of news contained 
in an aerogram. I did not speak of this to anyone. I reconciled 
myself with a drop of (silent/soiled) tear. Now and then, a 
doubt arises in me if history would be repeated. 


It has not been a year as yet; this December, the huntsman 
of time felled one of the fowls in the pair of herons. He was 
the son of Kambhampati Satyanarayana (Senior) one of the 
architects of the Communist movement in Andhra; Arun Kumar 
was his name. He worked as an engineer in the state of Texas, 
earlier to this, he was in Mineapolis of Minnesota State. I enjoyed 
the hospitality of the couple in Mineapolis in 1984, and in the 
city of Austin in 1990. In 1990, Arun Kumar showed me the 
beautiful sights of Austin city. He ended his journey of life 
prior to Christmas in December, 1992. 


As their marriage on August 16, 1962, was performed in the 
traditional ritualistic manner, Kambhampati, Senior did not attend 
the marriage. If he were to be alive, restraining himself as a 
materialist, he would have, at least outwardly, tried to be 
profound. Not that the materialists do not have distresses, 
affections, and mercy. But their worldly outlook might comfort 
them. Though, I did not witness her grieving, I can imagine the 
intense grief of his mother, who bore him. 


Sometime back, I witnessed the grief of the couple, Malladi 
Rama Murthy and Subbamma when instead of their son, 
expected to arrive from the middle east, his corpse arrived. I 
also witnessed their firmness of heart. Subbamma was a 
rationalist, yet she was moved and said, “Should we alone be 
subjected to these tests?” In this context I remember the stanza 
written by Nayani Subba Rao, dedicating his long poem ‘Vishada 


Mohanamu.’ (Elegy on Mohana) when his onl: i 
Soar ) when his only son met with an 


To the poets for whom mercy 
Has evaporated and leading lives 
Like seared leaves, elegiac poems 


Alone 
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While writing this stanza, he would have remembered 


Basavaraju Appa Rao, and Devulapalli Krishna Sastry who lost 
their daughters. 


Arun Kumar who breathed his last in the city of Austin was 
not a mere friend to his friends “He was an exalted human 
being! A man of lofty character and the emperor of the 
kingdom of affection; and an amicable one.” 


His life partner, was my classmate at the time I studied M.A., 
Telugu. She was a lover of the poetry of Nannaya and Krishna 
Sastry. She was a writer who did not write anything, though 
she could. Kambhampati, Sr. used to say, “My daughter-in-law 
writes poetry in letters.” She wrote good prose but it was 
confined to letters only. She always seemed to be in dream 
worlds as if “Sundry dreams drifted on to the forelocks.” Now 
all those dreams are suddenly and silently shattered. He was not 
only her life-partner but also the entirety of her life. 


In this December itself, my American teacher, Prof. Gerald 
Kelly, preparing to arrive in India, missed his route and departed 
for some invisible worlds. The Department of Linguistics, 
Osmania University was making all the arrangements for 
conducting an international seminar in the first week of January, 
1988. When we were anxiously waiting for his arrival and to 
accord him a warm welcome, suddenly, the news like a lightning 
that he breathed his last on December 8, 1997, reached us. If 
he arrived here, the then Visca of Telugu ene 
Prof. Tumati Donappa, gladly consented to arrange lectures by 
him on linguistics ga ja after the seminar. But fate displayed 
its crookedness. To a certain extent, on account of being 
impossible and to a certain extent, due to some other reason, 
when I went to America in 1984, I returned even without 
meeting him. I could only hear his voice over the phone. 


i ius, but one who 
Kell t intellectual. He was a genius, | 
did ae fio some things, though he could, highly slothful! 


ordinately inattentive and one who thought about Telugu in a 
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distinguished manner. I think, it was only he, who till now 
comprehensively understood the strange conduct of Telugu vowels. 
He made an extensive research and revealed that the union 
occurring between the Telugu vowels does not merely terminate 
the first one; the vanishing one does not just vanish but leaves 
its remnants; the residual components would transform the 
characteristics of the first and secondary vowels and these changes 
would cause differences of meaning in communication. It was 
only he who for the first time distinguished the usage of 
pronouns while carrying out the research of Telugu language on 
the pattern of social linguistics. Such valuable research was carried 
out by him but his intimates smart thinking that he did not 
undertake research matching his intellect. The Telugu Grammar 
composed by him in 1965, is still unprinted. 


He was the prominent of the teachers who to an utmost 
extent influenced my thought process. He would not be 
unconcerned regarding any issue. He would not answer any 
question in definitive ‘yes’ or ‘no.’ He would to a certain extent 
say ‘yes’ and to the other extent ‘no. The world to him, is not 
black or white but a combination of all colours. The same 


outlook is discernible in my research as well as the other thoughts. 


What is said to be right is not completely right and what is 
said to be wrong is not completely wrong. If it comes to that, 
the very classification of right and wrong is itself wrong. That 
is why I have been on different Occasions arguing (The writing 
of lessons and Telugu basics for A.P. Open University, in 1984 
and the proposals made in Chera’s Musings in 1989 are the two 
clear contexts) that language usage should not be viewed from 
the point of right and wrong. This was not liked by the 
moderns viewing language in the traditional Way. 


For saying, that even for the social 
observed the state of the world and its march, there would be 


limitations, socialists are not Prepared to excuse me. The modern 


Poets got angry when I said that na 
CCO. E contd, that moder iddeasacamrberegpressedha 
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even in metrical stanzas and there is no mutual relation between 
the form of art and a thing, and have been spewing poetry of 


raillery. 


Setting these things aside, the real issue is that Kelly’s thought 
process influenced my worldly outlook and the mode of my 
research. For the investigationof truth, preconceived notions (if 
at all there is truth) are a hindrance; to all the questions (if it 
comes to that, to any question) there would not be ready-made 
answers and there would not be any answers at all; a thing need 
not definitely be right or wrong and it can at the same time be 
both. I understand these to be the philosophy of Kelly. I cannot 
say how much knowledge I acquired from the teachers regarded 
by me but I think I learnt at least some from their systems. I 
learnt from my teachers that the things to be learnt by students 
from their teachers is not the syllabus, the clues for scoring marks 
in the examinations, getting degrees without straining and getting 
into jobs with recommendation but deriving inspiration from 
exalted values and supreme ideals. 


There are many things to be recounted concerning Kelly. This 
is not the occasion for all those. But I am pricked by a guilty 
feeling that I could not do to him even an iota of what he did 
to me. (I could not be of use to him even in a minimal way 
in comparison to the great help he rendered me. Perhaps due 
to lack of communication, I could not contribute, an article to 
his memorial volume, but I could do one thing, In the second 
volume concerning Telugu culture of the Telugu Encyclopaedia 
(1988), I could, though not in the order of Telugu letters, S 
least in the appendix, through the writeup and the photo ji 
separately, record his contribution for the Telugu language. ere 
had been an advantage due to the submission of the a e in 
the eleventh hour. That article could escape the terrific editing 


of Prof, Biruduraju Ramaraju. How the terrific editing can be, 


i i Sri to the same 
may be seen by the short article I wrote on Sri Sri to the 


f age of the manuscript. 
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On account of it, the role played by Sri Sri in Virasam, 
(Revolutionary Writers’ Association) and the information concerning 
his work during the period, was missing. Similarly, the editor 
displayed his skill concerning the article on Nayani Subba Rao. 
(p.801) Though they did not delete any matter, they mutilated 
the style. The editors changed the modern prose into a semi- 
bookish one. There is only one consolation! Along with me, 
many great men of letters were also subjected to the same 
torture. Mahidhara Ramamohana Rao, Puripanda Appalaswamy, 
Gidugu Sitapati, Rachamallu Ramachandra Reddy and Budaraju 
Radhakrishna, were some of those! That this conversion into semi- 
bookish language went on upto 1988, is very surprising even to 
hear (Do you hear, Prof. Jagannadham?) 


Talking of Kelly — not accidentally, but by way of recounting 
— we dispressed to another issue. My real aim here is to express 
my satisfaction for having properly apprised the future Telugu 
generations about Kelly’s contribution and gladness for my short 
article’s missing of torture at the hands of the editor. 


I said, the month of December is my enemy but there were 
deaths of intimate ones in the other months also. Another pair 
of herons, Dr. (Delhi) Ramesh Babu,and Dr. Karuna, died in 
May, 1979 and November, 1987, respectively, Ramesh Babu 
brought out the memorial issue, on Gurajada worth-preserving 
forever as a reference book. Basing on her experience in the 
medical profession, Dr. Karuna wrote stories about the health 
(ill-health) of ladies. This doctor couple testified, how while 
engaged in medical profession how much literary contribution 
can be made, The huntsman of time separated them and gobbled 
them at different times. I do not know whether time soon 
swallows the useful ones or time has no discretion of any 


type. 


It might be due to this that some Telugu poets wrote in 


such an intense, sentimental Way. abeytdeashsandngeie Krish 
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Sastry of day before yesterday, Bairagi of yesterday, today’s 
Mohan Prasad and Seetharam! The poems of these seem to be 
better understood and experienced now than in the past. 


Time may be a fiction! May be an illusion but it is a 
horrendous truth to be invariably borne. 


Are time and mortality synonymous? That is why the Telugus, 
instead of saying ‘He died,’ try to express the same as ‘His time 
has come to a close.’ 


Chera’s Musings, 
1993, December.... 
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CHIDAMBARAM SANS 
KUMARA SWAMY 


For many, Chidambaram is a pilgrimage centre. 
Pilgrims would be visiting the place to see Lord 
Nataraja. The secret concerning this place (the 
Chidambaram secret) is also well-known to all. For 
people like me, this is another kind of pilgrimage 
centre. Among the ten to twelve places regarded 
by the worshippers of linguistics and goddess, 
Saraswati, Chidambaram is one. Though not like 
Varanasi and Haridwar, there are some language 
worshippers in the place. There is a research group, 
who in their respective spheres worship Dravidian 
Saraswati. Extensive efforts are made as regards 
many Dravidian languages. The linguistics department 
of the place set up a tradition for themselves to 
award Ph.D. degrees to those writing descriptive 
grammars on the languages about which the scientists 
did not focus their attention and the different Telugu 
and Tamil dialects. As in Osmania, the linguistics 
department here flourished as an advanced centre of 
higher studies. 

The researchers for Ph.D. here do not indulge in 
discussion of any theory in their books but collect 
linguistic data needed for such discussions. This is 
not the best in research, but a necessary stage for 
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Maheswaran, doing research under the supervision of P.S. 
Subrahmanyam, undertook research of a language called ‘Koo 
yi,’ spoken in Orissa state and collected some such useful data. 
(T his is only the context of my present trip to Chidambaram.) 
Since for many there won’t be matters of interest in Chera’s 
Musings, I would not go into the details. In ‘koo yi,’ there are 
‘ru,’ ‘ka’ ‘nga’ and ‘ska’ known as nomenclative, plural affixes to 
roots and words forming derivatives and inflections. Strange 
rules can be identified in their generic or specific character i.e. 
gradation by degrees. To the names indicating males, ‘ru’ and 
to that of females ‘ska,’ affixes would be added. To the names 
without any distinction regarding male or female, the affix, 
suggestive of male, would only occur. To the names other than 
the human ones, the affix of ‘ka’ would be added. To some 
others ‘nga’ would added. In the last category, the principle 
concerning the lengthening of the vowel applies. But when the 
elongated vowel form is considered to be the underlying form, 
it is to be called the principle of shortening of the vowel. The 
problem as to which is correct is a theoretical discussion. Such 
an issue was demonstrated by Paul Kiparsky as regards ‘Maori,’ 
an Australian language and he arranged a theoretical discussion 
on it. In the same way, strange relationship between the meaning, 
the word and the sound in the formation of verbal words can 
be identified. Besides that, the similarities and difference of 
functions performed by the different principles in language can 
be discussed elaborately. 

The application of multiple principles in defining a single goal 
was called ‘controversy’ by some linguists. Similarly, a doe 
principle can serve many functions. This principle of ae 
augmentation between the root affixes in this language can be 
studied from this angle. 


Now, due to paucity of funds, they are not conducting any, 
but until ten or fifteen years back, the authorities Hee = x 
organise two seminars in a year, invited linguistic pai i à > 
from the four corners of the country and arranged collec 


research 
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CCSP TAPA gandiro ese were, Hae, days Ww See Kosha 


230 Crystallized Memories 


concerning linguistics was considered to be a great thing. The 
students of the place used to welcome the grandees arriving for 
the seminars at the railway station in a warm way and entertained 
them with all the honours due to their status. (I do not know 
how it is but among the students there, we still strangely find 
humility and obedience towards the elders.) They did not allow 
the guests to dine outside during their stay for two or three 
days. The faculty members there invited the guests to their houses 
in turns and arranged dinners. These people do not, like us, 
have meal at night but consume a variety of light repasts. As 
it is said, lack of meal would be equal to rice pudding, this too 
seemed good. We being guests, there used to be variety too. 
Then outside the university there were no decent hotels too. 


Some say that such cordial atmosphere existed in the Telugu 
literary world during the days of the romantics. These things 
would be known if the people of older generation tell us about 
the meeting of Navya Sahitya Parishat or if one goes through 
the old newspapers. This type of hospitalities and affections 
would not be possible in big cities. 


When I look back, now I understand these seminars organised 
by Annamalai University, Chidambaram proved very helpful for 
the research I undertook. The research papers of non-clause 
finite formation as coordination or subordination, analysis of the 
traditional grammars in the modern scientific way as 
‘Balavyakaranam and Generative Theory,’ about the details of 
Causative construction in Dravidian languages as ‘Markedness in 
Cases’ the paper, ‘Dravidian Evidence for Abstract Phonology,’ 
arguing that for explaining the differences of forms in conjoining 
of sounds, the proposition of the imaginary underlying form is 
necessary, the article, ‘Causal uses of Quotative Morpheme,’ 
examining the ae and rules for rational meaning in imitative 
sentences, were all written by me for these seminars only. 
Extensive discussion taking place on these articles, is still visible 
through the strata of my memory. There is a humorous remark 
on the first of these, titled ‘Coordination or Subordination’ by 


Nidadavole Sundareswara Rao, who quipped <hthoughnthisito 


Childambaram Sans Kumara Swamy 231 


be your departmental problem. Is it a language problem too?” 
and was greatly surprised. 


When research scholars actively engaged in the different spheres 

of linguistics assembled at a place, there used to be no end to 
the discussions and it was the same in and outside the seminars. | 
Any two linguists gathering at a place during those two or three | 
days used to discuss only language matters. Even the air there ) 
used to get hot by discussions. The research scholars there 2 
gathered around us and listened to us in an interesting manner. 
Some of them, basing on our convenience discussed their research 
matters with us and obtained our advices. 


When I remember the importance for linguistics in the 
universities at that time and compare it with the present 
circumstances, I feel a little sorry. 


When you detrain at Chidambaram, behind the station and | 
opposite to Chidambaram, Annamalai Nagar, would be found. 
Getting down the Sengottai passenger, between 4.30 and 5.00 in 
the early morning and walking towards the university is a quaint 
experience. It is the time when the pleasant notes of birds, 
awake even before the city is up, would strike our ears as musical 
notes and extend to the horizons. The gentle morning winds 
caressing the surfaces of the peaceful lakes would smear coolness 
to our cheeks, tickling us and drive away the tedium of journey. 


As of now, scooters and autos are threatening by their roaring 
but then these were not there. If there was any luggage, a cart 
drawn by a single bullock was arranged; otherwise bicycle was 
the suitable conveyance for professors, lecturers and to ay one 
else. During the past, they were a little spe | Bee 
girls, twittering like birds, would be seen moving on bicyc ae 
the university. This university appears to be an ae oe | 
run by a hermit. In this town there is an educational atmosp | 
not lured by any type of temptations. À | 

But as a token that here too movements wai Wa ie | 
place, the statue of Uday Kumar, a student, ae Bae aah 

cothe SuittiGinefitheoentrangeiza es MAGS vaan Kosha | 
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(1974) when the University authorities conferred honorary 
doctorate degree on the then Tamilnadu Chief Minister, 
Karunanidhi, this Udaya Kumar hung a board around the neck 
of a donkey saying, “I am Dr. Karunanadhi,” and drove it 
around. Then the police burst tear gas shells and in the confusion 
that ensued, it seems, he fell into a lake nearby and was drowned 
as he could not swim. 


The striking lack discernible this time (1991, July) was Dr. N. 
Kumaraswamy Raja, left over only as a memory. When I went 
there in March, 1989, at the invitation of the then Director, P.S. 
Subrahmanyam, he explained Tamil prosody to me (i.e. briefly 
and in a reasonable manner) in a way I liked. The students of 
the place still think of him as a great teacher. On the same 
occasion, he expressed his approval of the concept concerning 
distancing suggested by me while explaining the usage of the 
structure of transitive sentences in Telugu. The meaning of that 
suggestion is that the usage of transitive sentences goes up as 
the distance between the user and the receiver in the using of 
a language increases. (There are other dimensions too.) I do not 
boast that he spoke in appreciation but he was not one who 
spoke appreciatively and in an endearing manner. He would only 
appreciate when a proposition was upto his intellectual standards, 
otherwise, he would without a qualm, slash it. 


Dr. N. Kumaraswamy Raja was born in Rajapalayam, a Telugu 
island in the sea of Tamil language. For some time, he worked 
as a Tamil language assistant to the etymological dictionary of 
Andhra University. At that time I went there for studying Telugu 
honours and then we used to meet several times in a friendly 
manner. He used to talk about my studies and in particular 
about linguistics and tendered advices. He explained to me, the 
phonemes and morphemes which newly arrived in the Telugu 
land. Those were the days when I worked on the project of 
the glossary of words pertaining to agricultural vocation and 
immediately thereafter, I joined Telugu honours and continued 


BES Ui ORANG). Cracking jobkesion-Gantfosh Saapa 


Childambaram Sans Kumara Swamy 233 


my teacher then, was a fancy for both of us. Our friend 
Budaraju Radhakrishna still continues the tradition. I think, it 


was in 1961, Raja went for studies in California. A year later, 
I went to Wisconsin University. 


For both of us (why only for both of us? to all, in linguistics) 
Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy was a great inspiration. It was only 
he who arranged for our study in America. Raja was highly fond 
of the comparative analysis of Dravidian languages liked by 
Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy. Besides that he worked on the 
etymological dictionary concerning the same. With that 
background he returned to this country (1964) and joined 
Annamalai University. While in America, entangled in some 
personal complications, he could not obtain his Ph.d. there but 
acquired a lot of training needed for a research scholar of 
linguistics. With the background of the training, he undertook 
marvellous research and acquired international fame. He did not 
complete his Ph.D. for over a long period. I tendered him the 
advice (the one tendered to every one, unsought) saying, 
“Gentleman, why don’t you finish your Ph.D. soon?” To it, he 
replied, “I have got the post of a Reader. What necessity is 
there for it now?” and lightly brushed aside my suggestion. Later 
he obtained the Ph.d. degree on Rajapalayam Telugu. I did not 
look into his thesis. It was not with this that he acguired 
international fame. He acguired international fame for a certain 
proposition he put forward with the knowledge he sone 
through his studies under Murry Emino and Sap: we 
Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy. The same is succinctly called by Be 
research scholars of Dravidian languages as N.P.P. Commenting 
about it, Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy said as under: 


“One of the far reaching discoveries of this period 5 Kumara 
Swami Raja’s Historical derivation of post nasal voice = an 
in Telugu and Kannada from old N.P.P. (N=homorgan ; 


P= Voiceless stop affricate) 
nce of a double consonant 


R responde: 
In Tamil, in exact cor was wed Kannada, a consonant 
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preceded by a nasal (tactile) is found. For explaining this, Raja 
proposed that in Dravidian languages, there should be a double 
(Le. nasal and preceding a consonant) consent preceding a vowel. 
As this proposition resolved many issues, all the Dravidian 
linguists gladly accepted it. 


Kumaraswami was a person with a rich sense of humour. I 
used to say, “In your historical - comparative linguistics every 
small proposition would get inordinate publicity and laws would 
be named after individuals. They say Grimm’s law, Verner’s law, 
law of Krishna Murthy, Raja’s proposal and Sambasiva Rao 
condition. To it, he happily laughed, and said, “It is our fortune.” 


Once when I gave him my book on Telugu sentence, he 
said, “Is this Telugu?” and was greatly surprised. He did not 
understand the grammatical jargon used in the book, but did 
not feel his incomprehension, to be great. As a Telugu man, he 
wanted to learn this Telugu too. He had Balavyakaranam taught 
by P.S. Subrahmanyam another Telugu person, who was putting 
in a lot of effort regarding the knowledge of Dravidian languages 
and his colleague and a scholar in the traditions of classical 
Sanskrit and Telugu. After a few days, he wrote a wonderful 
article on the process of the origin of words borrowed from 
Sanskrit, with terminations altered. Whatever he wrote used to 
be brilliant. Another of his article often quoted by researchers 
is “Tanisation in Tamil.’ It was an article written on a marker, 
giving definiteness occurring in words like ‘avan dan’ and ‘avar 
dan.’ The loss by Raja’s absence is not only of Annamalai 
University and it is not only his family and friends like me who 


pma him, but it is also a serious lack to the entire linguistics 
of India. 


Raja had no religious convictions whatsoever but Prof. 
Balasubrahmanian said, that Raja read the speeches of Jiddu 
Krishna Murty. He never had overweening ambitions in life; 
z easily en and seemed a contented one. He was 

umorous, a good speaker, used to give company and was deeply 
attached t9,the family. SHC ginny exaathyn-cwrocyearsybackyson 
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a day in July, 1989, went for an evening stroll and never returned. 
What happened to him! was not known. Though they searched 
at many places, it proved futile. Even till today, his existence 
remains a mystery. The members of his family still hope, that 
some time or the other he would be back. All hope the same 
but when days, weeks, months and finally, years too roll away, 
the hope is getting diluted. Going to Chidambaram once again 
this July, though seemed pleasant, the absence of Raja was felt 
at every step. By the burden of thoughts about him, the return 
journey seemed to be much more long. 


Chera’s Musings, 
1991, August 4, 11. 
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VARADA’ 
THE EXPERIMENTER 
IN TELUGU STANZAS 


Abburi Varada Rajeswara Rao is called ‘Varada’ 
by the members of his family and initimate ones. 
His father, Abburi Rama Krishna Rao was one of 
the earlier propagators of romantic poetry in Telugu. 
He made many experiments in the staging of 
dramas. They also say that he was one of the 
architects of the Andhra Communist movement. 
During the later days he was drawn to the doctrines 
of Manavendranath Roy, and propagated the new 
humanitarianism; was a great intellectual and a learned 
one. It was said that it was only Ramakrishna Rao, 
who was the inspirator for Sri Sri and Bhadriraju 
Krishna Murthy for their entry into the spheres of 
their preferences. Their house, first in Bezawada and 
later in Visakhapatnam was visited every day by poets 
and scholars and was a literary school. Sri Sri, in 
his ‘Prasa Kreedalu,’ wrote of ‘Rayaprolu as a mile 


stone’ and “Abburi as the place to quench thirst in 
hot weather,’ 


Varada who grew up in the atmosphere inhaled 
the same air and breathed literature. Varada himself 
said that, the Telugu literary journal Sarada and he 
were born in the same year. Sarada was born in 


CCO. Vasishtha Bandar in 1923 and y: rada was argoincMadranon 
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October 10, 1923. He 
and 1930 and later in Visakhpatnam. In 1930, their family moved 
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developed intimacy with the poets and scholars arriving at their 
house. The intimacy and the atmosphere moulded Varada into 
a poet. Around his eighth year itself he started writing metrical 
stanzas. In a letter to his father written on September 25, 1931, 
he said that he read half of the grammar on the writing of 
stanzas. Round about that time his sister, Sujatha died. Perhaps, 
this might have been the first incident which moved him as a 
poet. Only one of the stanzas written in the context can be 


obtained. 


Listening to my father’s philosophy 

Many times, I could not be patient 

Reaching the threshold of the Lord's abode 
- -~ I prayed for my sister. 


These stanzas were appreciated by Viswanatha atyanarayana 
and Krishna Sastry. 


In the homes in Vijayawada and Visakhapatnam, Varada 
formed acquaintances with Chalam, Krishna Sastry, Chinta 
Deekshutulu, Puripanda Appala Swamy, Pingali Lakshmikantam, 
Sistla Umamaheswara Rao, Jalasutram Rukmininatha Sastry, Sri Sri 
and such other poets and mess All these S Soe i 

. Varada also had the art of moving on inti 
are Mas too and similarly he had the liberality of being 
considerate to his juniors. He was an intellectual who could ya 
the appreciation of the poets of the day by eine pai 
Poetry by his eighth year. Varada was a child pr w: a 
a seasoned one who wrote mature poetry by the age o 


The following stanza written by him at that time = ri E 
by him as the first stanza of his poetic collections, ; 


(1954), anchctheplatercessensiogusPostis, GARSON hte Ban Kosha 
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. In the clouded:sky:of-the:moñth of: Srayan » lonO 
YA ts coloured. festoons, are needed. js] bon GECI bas 
, in; the crimson light of the horizons, i, rcr, 
n What, tender, silent ‘yearning \ would arise? 


/ Matradar wasia versatile intellectual: Not only’ did: hé ‘write 
poetry, at aiyoung’ age. and. won‘the ‘appreciation’ ‘of the’ great 
poetsiof the! day: but also" conducted many’ experiments in: the 
dramatic: field:and:wrote' plays and stories.“ Heralso ‘put’ intan 
effort in the journalistic: sphere;and -wrote a ‘standard book. 
‘Though he did not complete. it, he ‘chalked ‘out'a’ plan and started 
the: writing of a:novel.: He was bornias' a:poet ‘when extensive 
experimenits were being conducted:in' the: field-of ‘Telugu poetry. 
Varada is.a.poet;who used. the Janguage ‘of common: Baba 
in metrical poetry and won appreciation. 


He conducted, ipePSRIMEnS; in he language : of common 
as as ; 


pi 
SA KITAA earn? VUGU 


“"Gointade, time site changed ene 

dreams would come true and 
„the good day, when the entire world., 
would be ruled alike will arise 
slavery of men would end 

sin? jcaneasteism, violence and bloodshed l 
maS- y „would, end;and;all, the history)... sii. 
amnaid 906 reads, would come ‚tọ; nought 


: This alone 'is‘the ‘secrec’f the! legends of young’ hearts" in 
“wagdhara,” @ type of classical metrical’ ‘stanza) * Ki T 2 


ee yi ; sig | Fear. of the serpent. ¢ "of time; can't be denied | a a 
ae Ne i : “In days ahead Ramarajya would be established , 
ed “i Whatever’ it be grief isa fact 


“' Bréthren,/ it is*better to die by fasting’ 1 ate Felt 


in” “Sragvini,' (another of the classical metrical stanza) , see 
The book of legends of the people 

‘of the entire ‘world is suffused with’ grier” 
once more, comrade, prove `a: * 


CCO. Vasishtha + bat Bre grdin haundhyndeatboangori Gyaan Kosha’ F) 
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in /Dhuyjanga prayatham’ another classical metrical stanza) and 
won, APPreciation. As regards stanzas of, “kandam', and “geetha' 
his. ¢ experiments in, their „composition, Were numerous, ! ; He 
Modified the. Prosody., of the, ume, ina variety, of, ways and 
gave them new, ; Balt .. For example, : if one; ZOS, through, the 
following si stanza, It would not io known that i it is a “geetha’ 
sadza AA sioni fo h i 
aida rite mbor maA YA Le ALE ami ae) 
of bangs Now they Fond fix, the noose, WAA the necks, xS 
“> cry, be anevished i i > ; 
cry in agony, 
life's s secret gets stuck i in, the throa 
Very,” be anigtished - ats 
rel hst : lage pomon ae 

oh schist mafiner;! in ia: single Sanza he resorted..to ‘many 
‘experiments. . : Look;at;the following ‘kanda? stanza written: in an 


informal ae andi ima NERON pazemi i 


sateno moret Yi MAM Deg Ugu 


i msigas aa emancipation“. 7 < ELL 
bina ae nazani att) unnik 


“A an aee sh e lines a a stanza ay 
Bhogaraya Narayana Morty and quoted yA Sri, AE can, be taken 
into’ ‘account. , ; 


Bite Jiji ono a akda at ithe post office, 
Ina: al „avi yow canitest my gad 


ANo ddu ovement 
f. stanzas, written at ‘the time of the, mi 
inet PRAO would be found in a large:number 


i the, spoke Janguage, 
oe it i$ wa SIA thing. -But the experiment, Varada conducted 
and. disp play yed i is the use of modern. language along with modern 
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ideas while writing serious poetry. In other words, Varada 
indulged in experimenting while modernising the stanza, poetry 
and language and it was carried out very seriously and effectively. 
Varada’s position is secure in the experiment concerning the 
simultaneous modernisation of the stanza and poetry. 


Innovating varieties in the gait of moraic metre, is another 
experiment carried out by him. In modern poetry, this 
experiment was started by Gurajada. When Gurajada tried to 
develop a new metre, this, moraic metre was born. This moraic 
metre is not, as supposed, very new. Moraic metres in the classical 
literature, songs of reveille by the ladies, another type of moraic 
metres in the literature of illustration, and certain musical metres 
in yaksha ganas, are similar to this moraic metre developed by 
Gurajada. After Appa Rao, romantics like Krishna Sastry, 
Kavikondala Venakta Rao and modern poets like Sri Sri have 
indulged in such experiments but Varada seemed to have 
undertaken many such experiments. Though there were many 
modern poets who used moraic metre as their main vehicle, no 
other Telugu poet seemed to have conducted so many 
experiments as Varada did. All these are found in his 
‘Cherakalam,’ (Time of Imprisonment) and ‘Saamidheni,’ (Life 
partner) and I elaborately mentioned them in the preface to 
‘Saamidheni.’ There are some more particulars in the essay of 
Kovela Sampatkumaracharya, printed in that book. As they are 
there in an elaborate way, I desist from mentioning them here. 


Varada had a boundless love for Telugu literature. For 
innovation, along with Sri Sri, Sistla and Arudra, he carried out 
numerous experiments. His scholarship of classical Andhra lierature 
and the trends of modern English literature, was wonderful and 
he had initiation in both and searched for new ways. In real 
life as well as poetry, he spent all his life as a perpetual discoverer. 
He published the first poetic journal in Telugu under the title 
Kavita (poetry) with the assistance of his life, partner, Chaya Devi. 
This was the first poetic journal in Telugu. Two issues of this 


ig . Vasis GFE PEATE aa agaian Chaya Rev reviwed 
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it in 1993. In those days, ie. when we roamed the streets 
absenting ourselves from classes at college, going about with ya 
issues in hand, was a fashion and a symbol for literary refinement. 
If anyone said that he did not come across those issues, he was 
considered not only as ignorant but also an unrefined one. This 
poetic journal is worthy of a careful study by all those running 
poetic journals now. All the yearning of Varada for modernity. 
in Telugu poetry can be ascertained through these issues. 


In these issues, poetry of all the famous poets at that time, 
is not found, only some can be seen. By this, we can ascertain 
the prejudices, Varada had. He was not one without likes and 
dislikes but behind those likes and dislikes, there was a certain 
literary commitment not submitting to any hesitations and 
compromises. This is not the time to discriminate the good 
and bad of it and I do not also aim to justify the same but 
what is worth noting here is his uncompromising literary goal. 
Through these issues, Varada, tried to publish, what he felt to 
be modern. Such a good journal ceased publication after two 
issues. Probably, in history, journals of this type might end up 
like this. Yet those two issues are sufficient to remember them 
for ever as symbols of a marvellous endeavour in literary history. 


Varada got Telugu poetry translated into English and with a 
standard preface, got it printed as Telugu poetry. Among those 
who endeavoured to gain international publicity and fame, to 
Telugu poetry Varada, is also to be mentioned, 


With many more of such translations, he delivered some talks 
in Wisconsin University, in the city of Madison. It was exactly 
the time when I was studying linguistics in the same university. 
From January, 1963, he was in Madison for about five or six 
months and his residence was very close to ours. At that oe 
late Adapa Ramakrishna Rao, late G.N. Reddy and NAE 
together and as a unit cooked our own food and ae on 
our respective studies. The three of us, were lovers £ aaae 
and spent our time happily talking often about Telugu poetry 


ion of fun was up, I 
and Telugu language. When the proportion o P 
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used to Switch í ont'to ‘bookish’ language” while speaking. ‘Vatadat 
used’ to 'come'to Our place’ ‘often ‘atid’ ‘enthused’ us ‘by’ his'jokes: 
and" playful remarks.°'When we four’ ret “we felt as though w wë 
were in Andhra ‘and ‘not’in’Aimericd. As’ the’ responsibility’ of 
makingarrangéments'‘of meals’ for ‘all-of*us ‘Gas ‘mines, Thad 
ailittle of-an‘additional burden? But: Varada’ prepared: the soup! 
ofivegetable:piecesy which: he liked! and’ could’‘be’ prepared’ by: 
him and eased:a:litle:of my burdeni: The remaining’ twO,:though' 
lacking such, a creativity, cooperated with me in other,tasks.; It 
used. to be; a ‘fun for, all.of us, performing. tasks and conyersing; 
over ‘literary, matters, Sometimes, engaged i ins such conyersation, 
we used to “go round. the capital, building; i in; ithe, centre; ‘of, 
Madison’ City. ; Though, I was. -acquainted with ‘Varada i in. 1954;; 
it was ‘only, during. these ‘hive to SIK months, when he, was, in, 


America i in 1963, 1 gor very ‘close i 
iiz Si} 1 


bad brn 


“Sheth Wrote; of shis: literary encounters in ithe formvof: essays’ 
undecithe! titles, “Varada. ‘Column: :ad ‘Kayana-Kutoohalam’:(Fancy’ 
for poetry); from 198510 :1987.,and, they. were: printed:i in)1989! 
and:1990.;. These; were: his, last-works.i Ancorporating the Valuable: 
information, regarding, the ‘Comprehensive Modern: History,’ :hei 
wished} to. writen; As,an Andividual, Varada; wasi amiable-and..al 
simple one without pretensions. He was an individual, treating 
even youitlgér’ ‘ones with equal Fespect.” “Above all; he was.of a 
huinordi rus’ temperarieat and an’ ‘expert Cofiversationalist. °°"? 
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“UNWEARIED LITERARY es 
/ PEREGRINATOR, KVR, 


i Pacuualtyata is onl dagen Eos ie how: 
ponderous is, the word K.V.R.; The news that K.V.R.. 
iat’ Who for nearly half a century, unremittingly, carried 

uy) h On literary; pursuits died on January 15, 1998, came, 

< ,, down like a'lightning, and Spread, through Hyderabad, 

t ; city; like, a wildfire,: The.shock, was startling not, 
-i „only. to, the ‘Revolutionary Writers’ Association,’ of: 
...Which he, was, the, founder member but evento the: 


entire literary world. That day,.there were no, 
newspapers. Though the, news did not reach the 


“media, it spread by word ‘of mouth and’ wherever 
‘any ‘literary friends numbering two, three or four, 
“met that’ day, ‘they’ talked only of K.V.R. Though 
, “from sometime ‘back,’ he’ Yfemained. silent, there used 
: io” ‘bel dó moment in, Which he ‘did 5 not read a 


petr 


for learning. 


Our affinity was ‘nearly of forty’ years. Though 
of late, we did not meet ‘many times, we have been 
enquiring about each other. The context of my 
acquaintance with him is very clear like a painting 


“before my eyes. Even before my acquaintance with 
1 him, I'got in touch ‘with’ his writings. “His first long 
poem, Adavi; (forest), probably printed in 1952, 


cco: Nagishtha Tibeeaniacsdopopwlass was danshosedays ha wasaled 
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“Adavi’ Ramana Reddy, so as to distinguish him from individuals 
of the same name. His writings used to be published in Aruna 
Rekha. (aurora) It seems, he undertook editorial responsibility 
of the journal. In fact, there was no paper to which he did 
not contribute. I got the opportunity of meeting him many 
days afterwards. I got the opportunity in November, 1958, while 
touring to collect the vocabulary for the ‘Glossary of Agricultural 
Vocation’ for the Sahitya Academy in the gap after I wrote my 
B.A., degree supplementary examinations in Nizam College and 
it was at Musunur, near Kavali. The vocabulary was to be 
collected at Musunur. I came to know that it was close to 
Kavali and wrote to K.V.R. in advance. He warmly welcomed 
me. While travelling, I imagined his form. I thought, I would 
see as in the drawings of Giduturi Suryam, an individual with 
a sickle in a hand and a hammer in the other and fiercely 
emotional but I was disappointed. Though he was a heavy 
personality with a considerable height, I found him to be tender- 
hearted like a child, welcoming me affectionately with a smile. 
Though we met many times later, the same affectionate form 
was imprinted in my mind. 


By then, his second volume of poems Bhuvana Ghosha (Agony 
of the Universe) was printed. (1956) K.V.R., who adopted verse 
libre for this first long poem, Adavai, took to prosody for his 
next long poem, Bhuvanaghosha. In it there are good, melodious 
and rhythmic lyrics. In the same, there is the following lyric, 
recited in rapture, ‘Plucking the violin in salutation, to Sri Sri’ as 
‘lustrous pen, divine pen.’ 


‘If we wish to estimate 

„it amounts to measurinsg the sky 
we can’t estimate his 
spirited Justrous pen.’ 


In the same book, there is a lyric on Challapalli Narayana 
Rao, a martyr of Divi taluk. Many excellent, poetic lines are 


‘found in the book. While Writing introduction to the book, he 


Mpa han prog hi Slee Ci OES He a9, Wi RAS SH Eya N hen, 
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we met at Kavali for the first time, I mentioned it to him and 
said “Why is it, there are irregularities of metrical feet in your 
work?” To it, laughing happily and without any pretension, he 
said. “I do not have any knowledge of prosody.” Then it was 
my turn to be surprised. In his writings he was harsh, but in 
his talk, he was soft. This was another paradox in him! The 
reason for his harshness in writings, was his political commitment. 
He never hated any one but when it came to politics, he never 


excused any; even close friends, Sri Sri or Chera, were the same 
to him. 


Another strange thing happened at the time of my first 
acquaintance at Kavali. At the time-when I was in K.V.R's home, 
Tummala Venkatramaiah came there. Venkatramaiah was the 
editor of Abhyudaya a monthly journal. Both of these used to 
go to Madras and collect subscriptions from the progressive poets 
and other progressive artists in the cine field and every month 
breathed life to the journal. Both of these were talking in the 
front room. I, having a siesta in the next room, woke up and 


then their words reached my ears. Their talk, was roughly, as 
under. 


KV.R. : Do you know this man? (Chera) 
Tummala : Yes 
KVR. : What are his political views? 


Tummala : I don’t know; likes Sri Sri, 
collects contributions to Abhyudaya 
and arranges subscriptions. 


The above may not be the exact one, but the words were 
similar. K.V.R. wanted to know to what political party I 
belonged. Ascertaining directly, would not be good and that 
too, it was only the first encounter. All S might have bea 

robably, a part of that test. K.V.R. asked me to review the 
first fe of Jayanti (1958, November) published under the 


catdlitgrshin of Viswanathan cayvanaravana,for Abhyudaya. 1 said, 
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"Why 'don’t you; yourself do'i?” To it he said, “Already, I' have 
had ‘wrangles withmany:’’” This time, you also share some 
burden.” The editorial of Jayanti ‘opposed new poetry, new 
Prosody and new language. “I think it was in December, 1958, 
my’ review, ‘was’ published in ‘Abhyudaya. under the ‘title, ‘The. old, 
is a rarity and the new, an abominable one.” This title reversing 
the Telugu proverb was that of K.V.R. only.” |” per 
.mahough he was'‘not. the first:among those, who. enriched: 
Marxist criticism in Telugu, he was a superior one. For forty: 


His biographies ‘of Duvvuti Rami-Reddy, as Kavi-Kokila (the 
Nightingale‘of thé Poets) arid Gurajada, as\Mahodaydm (The Great 
Dawn) are even today and perhaps; ‘would forever: be staridard 
books. Even after three’ decades, their 'valiie has'ndt diminished: 
Though‘no ‘university 'edhfetred doctorate degree’ on’ him, ‘he 
wet Hacks. WAHE, gh maak, dactoratesancihough ha 
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Suhasidi undenGdok”research' da his works’ dnd! obtained the 
O BATEN { nak 


KALALA MICs MOKIWA gigs ate AB YA MDA TD ai 
doctorate degree; she did ‘not sédii'to have got all'his works! 
en ON DININI i S ET Ws 7 


19E this, means for 
HEYR, wasan 


ee 
DA CITAI t 
Mend 


Once, the authorities of Hindi Prachara Sabha requested K.V.R. 
foran‘article for their special issue of Sravanti, a Telugu monthly, 
It Wås the 'tittiewhen ‘Cinare’ was its editor! K.V.R. sent them 
a poem. The authorities of the journal wrote to him, saying, 
“You are a great critic. We expect a critical article only from 


you.” He told me of this and was pained. 


K.V.R. was the founder member of ‘Virasam.’ (Revolutionary 
Writers’ Association. He put in a lot of efforts for its founding, 
its gaining hold and to set right the differences of opinions 
among the members of ‘Virasam.’ When I recollect how 
patiently he sat through the entire night in a room of the Imperial 
Hotel on July 3, 1970, along with Sri Sri, Varavara Rao and a 
few others and conducted the proceedings, my body tingles in 
surprise. Then we understood that commitment was not only 
the way of his writings, but also his plan of action. 


He had an irrepressible affection for Sri Sri. When we first 
met at Kavali in November, 1958 for some time we read Sri 
Sri’s Mahaprastanam (The Great Onward March) interpreting it 

CEOIN ERA HE aha aveollected the qeading Seki Gyaan Kosha 
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But as regards organisational matters, when discipline was 
found lacking, he did not hesitate to take action against Sri Sri. 
Yet his regard for Sri Sri did not diminish. I heard, he was 
engaged in preparations for the writing of Sri Sri’s biography. 
His demise, before completing it would be an eternal loss. It 
seems, someone told him that Chera had links with CLA. Then 
without any hesitation, he asked me about it. Then, after some 
investigation. I came upon the source that a well-placed 
demented litterateur and linguist indulged in such a false 
propaganda. After ascertaining the source, we judged of its 
reliability and laughed it off. 


Though we pay any amount of tributes to K.V.R. the poet, 
critic, a selfless one, a committed worker, an unwearied literary 
worker, it would not be satiating. His absence is a loss not 
only to his family but even to Telugu literature. 


Vaartha, 
January 17, 1998. 
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SCHOLARLY POET, 
BOMMAKANTI 


Opposite to the in-gate of Andhra University, by 
the high compound wall of Caltex company, there 
used to be a circular type, sand castle like, small 
building. In it, there was the Telugu department in 
the ground floor and the branch concerning 
etymological dictionary, on the first floor. In a room 
by the Telugu department, for some time, the office 
of Telugu encyclopaedia, was sheltered. Right there, 
I struck acquaintance with Bommakanti 
Sreenivasacharyulu (1920-1997) and it was the year 
1958. Joining as a touring collector of vocabulary 
for the glossary of vocational words, I went to 
Visakhapatnam for the training to be imparted by 
Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy. There we met often. 
At that time I was still a student. By then, 
Acharyulu, was a scholar in Sanskrit and Andhra. 
He was of a full-grown age. His poetry used to 
be published in the journals, Jayanti and Swatantra. 
By then, to a little extent. I was in the habit of 
writing. Even after I joined Andhra University often 
I used to have discussions with him. 

Though he was approximately fifteen years older 


to me, a great scholar in Sanskrit and Telugu and 
by then attained fame as poet, he never seemed 


CCO. Vasishtha Thigaet fellectpte Baina no Goh atcOnsiderable 
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height. So, his age could never be estimated and besides he had 
a youthful temperament. So, he easily got along with anybody. 


Just then as I became adept in the college activities in 
Hyderabad (not in studies) I developed the habit of speaking in 
a slightly emotional manner as if giving speeches in a high pitch. 
So, as soon I started to speak, he used to say, “Yes, once again, 
the style, ‘brethren’ is’creéping(irto your words. Be cautious.” 
I do not have the- bility to, assess, his learning but what I liked 

UA NZU 
in him was this simplicity, initiative ‘and informality. 


From a long time back, he had the passion for arguing with 
me. : While: akguinig, helgov’excited.' ‘The‘ex¢itement was similar 
to:the impatience, emotion and ' untoritrollableexcitement that a 
young munis’ possessed with when anyone’ speaks contrary to 
him: dojnoriknow whiy,:but hisi excitements’wséd to be a fun 
forsme:i‘That -was why, Lused*to feel oldersto’ him by fifteen 
years and laugh’ happily! atid -he;’ though*tioe! iimimediately, but a 
little: later, Taughed: happily’ and! whole-heartedly: T liked this scene 
very’ much. Now and theri,'I displayed ussiimed” angers and all 
this. Peon wasi oy to: Ma ae TUL 
1S Pigs BA 


siy 


Your hah a ‘poetess, "ae, causing a a ‘tumult’ Though the 

Tanguage and the 1 assues Were not the same,., his. “attitude was the 

. same. His plainness drew. me to him. I did not get angry but 
Jeshi tt gfi vloinnuzox qas enw ol deuod] 

J tgulyt bas poiape ni aslodo mose n om 

bs ie omn om es » while, le emning, from ‘Annamalai University, I 


Pappa he guest hoi Colton of Madras University, The n ( don’t 


$e 
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remember the date) in the, guest house, we had a, hearty, talk for 
some hours, I remember this very, clearly, as he read to.me his 


experiments in ‘anustup’, (a classical Sanskrit. metre), in Telugu. 
‘Anustup’ is not moriac metre but has a, rhythm, which does. mgt 
fit into a ‘mora.’ Still, I.could not gain ahold. of it. Ido not 
opine that there would not, be a rhythm which does not fit in 


morae, but only say, I do not know, the mode. of getting at the 
process. As I understood that the prosody, of ‘anustup’, was 


tii 5 Bad Zhe 
beyond the morae, I wished to know the secret from him,, 


I had no clear idea about the elements producing: rhythm 
which is not caught by the morae. When/Achatyulu:read out 
the Telugu ‘anustups,’ they seemed exactly like! Sariskrit ‘anustups,’ 
Had,I talked with him further, probably," Ii would:have gotat 
the rhythm! dilsA A inpuda vd 


‘Round about 1967-1968, he was on the staffiof-a dictionary 
compilation by G.N. Reddy. (Afterwards, oh :hisuown; ke 
compiled an English-Telugu dictionary for students, use:) il 


yay At, the time, when Acharyulu was in Tirupati, he Was a 
member of the literary organisation there and actively. participated 
in. its,.meetings. The organisation later printed ;the “papers 
submitted in the meetings in three volumes. In one.of the papers 
Acharyulu, proved that the language used, by Viswanatha 
Satyanarayana was the language of common, parlance, TheniI 
picked up the contention. Viswanatha, thought, he;was)writing 
bookish language, but wrote in the language of common parlance. 
Sri'Sri”thought, he was writing in the language of common 
Parlarice, but wrote in the bookish language. The, form of 
Viswanatha’s words was bookish, but the sentence, ‘expression 
and tone were of the common parlance. “The form of Sri Sri’s 
words alone was of common parlance.::; Though ithe: sentence 
was not classical it was bookish, i.e. the styleiof. writing:u The 
reason, for the difference is, Viswanatha’s sentences ‘were dictated 
while Sri Sri’s sentences were hand-written... That:is why, there 
are brackets not only in his prose but even in poetry; -Ele wrote 
in long, sentences and there.is more,of, unexpected. sentence 
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In his sixties, Acharyulu, wrote a sataka, named, Dwaraka 
Venkateswara in strung ‘vrittas’ (types of classical stanzas) 
(Sampatkumaracharya called ‘Champaka’ and ‘utpala’ malas 
(classical stanzas) as strung stanzas and ‘saradoola’ and ‘matthebha’ 
(another variety of classical stanzas) as ‘vikridita vrittas.’) The very 
form is a devotional sataka, and by virtue of the refrain 
‘Venkateswara,’ strung vrittas were unavoidable. Therefore, a style 
of clarity best suited it and besides it was written at a mature 
age. This long poem won the appreciation of aesthetic scholars 
like Nanduri Ramakrishnamacharyulu. This long poem was 
published by Dwaraka Tirumala Devastanam in 1980, with the 
title “Nivali.’ (Tribute) The price of this book in Sixty pages is 
only three rupees. Ramakrishnamacharyulu, placed this long poem 
by Dhurjati’s Kalahastiswara Sataka. 


While writing foreword with the title ‘Nivalikenamaha’ 
(Salutations to the Tribute) Srinivasacharyulu wrote about himself. 
Those words reveal the trend of his thinking. 


“Was born and brought up only in theistic atmosphere, yet 
western education and the western air inhaled changed me to be 
a sceptic questioning everything and an athiest. In addition, 
avadhanas, (impromptu composition of stanzas) imposing a heavy 
burden on the mind, Consequences: nervous breakdown, for about 


thirty years, unfounded fear alarmed by the world, incessant flutter 
and agitation.” 


These were the anguishes he experienced in his life time. This 
long poem articulated them. He tried hard and with the efforts 
of Nanduri Ramakrishna-macharya, got it printed by the 
authorities of Dwaraka Tirumala Devasthanam. 


; Asa mark of gratitude for it, Srinivasacharyulu, dedicated his 
literary composition, consisting a collection of short poems titled 
‘Ovari’ to Ramakrishnamacharyulu. ‘Ovari’ means inner room and 
perhaps it might also signify the inner recess of his heart. The 
stanzas in this book pertain to a period roughly spread over 
forty years and were printed in 1982. There might also be many 


stanzas written afterwards. Co bini AA 
CCO. Vasishtha Tripathi Collection Bing all hese, acollectionzitled,. 
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as “Extension to Ovari’ can be brought out. These stanzas were 
first published in journals like Bharati, Pratibha, Jayanti, Swatantra 
and Mumukshuvu and the like. By these stanzas and the time of 
their composition the influence of romantic poetry on 
Srinivasacharyulu, is clearly seen. This can be ascertained not 
only by the stanzas written by him about time, nature and God 


but also by the stanzas written on the love of gopikas and 
patrictism etc. 


To this poetic volume, Sri Sri wrote the preface titled “Yadyasti 
sukavita.’ (If good poetry were to be available). Some stanzas 
of this collection seem to be post-romantic poetry and they are 
stanzas which got hold of the pattern of the Telugu words. 
They have an inexplicable grace of the mode of speech, with 
all sentences being short and all compounding of words short, 
a balance of words indicating the feet, and a melody in alliteration 
- by an amalgamation of all these, the stanza of Srinivasacharyulu 
runs gracefully. 


The pieces, ‘nidrasamadhi,’ (abstraction in sleep) ‘suhrudgeeta’ 
(benevolent geeta) ‘jeevita yatra, (life’s journey) ‘antarvani,’ (inner 
voice) ‘kalagati,’ (march of time) ‘kala hela’ (sport of time) are 
such. At many places, he expresses a certain despair and 
dissatisfaction. For some reason, he seems to have been scared 
of the world. This trend is discernible in his poetry to a certain 
extent from about his twenty second year. The feeling that he 
had not been able to achieve anything, seemed to have haunted 
him. Perhaps, this feeling only would have transformed him into 
a philosophical poet. 


Though Srinivasacharyulu, generally composed his poetry in 
the well-known prosodic forms, he had an idea of 
experimentation. Hitherto, his experiment in ‘anustup has been 
mentioned. In the poetic collection, ‘Ovari, there isa fragment 
called ‘upassoktamu,’ (secondary hymn) written in a special ype 
of classical stanza called ‘prabhatamu.’ It is not known ee = 
this was used by poets of the early period but the poets of the 
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It is not known whether he himself did not compose many 
stanzas or he did not like all the stanzas composed to be printed, 
but we cannot fail to observe how the language, prosody and 
style were completely under his control, even in the few stanzas 
printed. 

All these are of an aspect and his poetry of translation is 
another aspect. ‘Mukula Geethamu’ of ‘Ovari’ is a free and 
beautiful translation of the sixth piece “Pluck this little flower 
and take it” of Rabindranath’s Geetanjali. 


Beginning with: Tiruppavai, he translated the six Dravidian 
prabandhas (a type of classical poetic composition in moriac metre 
fit to be sung.) S.V. Joga Rao felt that they are as melodious 
as Krishna Sastry’s lyrics, Tiruppavai. (Devotional songs on Lord 
Vishnu) These lyrics of Srinivasacharyulu were printed with the 
title ‘Sirinomu.’ (1981) (Vow concerning Goddess Lakshmi.) 


He translated Bhallata’s sataka from Sanskrit into Telugu in 
crystal clear terms. He published it in 1986, with an elaborate 
preface with the title ‘The first Indian writer of sarcasm, Bhallata 
Mahakavi,’ in which he discussed about his time and the pattern 
of his writing. Velcheru Narayana Rao, praised this translation 
saying, “Srinivasachari’s stanza, in a direct manner brought the 
original sharpness into Telugu.” 


Srinivasacharyulu’s book on rambling verses is a work of 


There would be many unprinted works of Srinivasacharyulu. 
If any student collects and gets them ready for print they may 
be printed by the authorities of any seminar or Telugu University. 
Time could not restrain its hand until he completed Viswanatha 
Satyanarayana’s biography. It swallowed him on December 7, 
1997. The youngster of seventy seven years, Bommakanti 


Srinivasacharyulu, would no more be seen. His writings would 
continue to remind us of him. 


Andhra Jyoti, 
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HIS NAME, RESEARCH, 
INDUSTRY, HIS ADDRESS 


When intimate ones pass away and that too when 
they are deceased within a short time, it would not 
be known from where to start writing about them. 
When the deceased one’s individuality is lofty, 
erudition extensive and research, of a broad aspect, 
it is still more difficult. 


By the phone call form Ramabrahmam in the 
morning on September 7, from Rajahmundry, I came 
to know that Prof. Donappa died on September 6, 
in Vijayawada. 

Donappa was born on November 19, 1926, at 
Rakatla, in Anantapuram district. Some particulars 
about his life and more importantly about his 
childhood, would be found in his souvenir, Three 
Sixties. The papers also published some particulars. 


It was folk literature that was first loved by 
Donappa. From early childhood, he used to collect 
folk songs. He collected many, like weeding songs 
and songs sung while using baling apparatus. While 
studying honours in Andhra University, he contributed 
an article to the college magazine on the baling 
apparatus songs. Had he not struck friendship with 
Ganti Jogi Somayaji and Bhadriraju Krishna Murthy, 
the first thesis on folk literature would have been 


i i folk literature never vanished. 
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In the collection of folk songs brought out under the auspices 
of Andhra Sahitya Akademi, with the title Triveni (confluence of 
three streams), one of the ‘venis’ (a stream) was added by 
Donappa. The international seminars and workshops arranged 
by him between 1986-89, after he became the Vice-Chancellor 
of Telugu University, were the result of only that love. The 
essays he published on folk literature were printed as Wealth of 
Folk Arts. (1972, 1987) 


The research of Donappa and others, though broadly 
categorised under the sphere of language, there are subtle 
differences in it. He chiefly put in his best efforts on lexicology. 
There was none to confront him in that field. Why confront 
him? There was none to equal him too. He undertook standard 
research on derivation of Prakrit words in Telugu. This book 
was first printed in 1987. 


At different times, words from other languages flowed in 
waves into Telugu. As time went on, changes occurred in their 
form and meaning and they were completely absorbed into 
Telugu. Now ordinary people would not be able to identify 
them as having been borrowed from a certain language. Through 
various sources Donappa collected the words added to Telugu 
from different Prakrit languages and gave an account of their 
origin and other particulars also. He did not-rest at that. He also 
listed the words from other languages that were absorbed into 
Telugu. He wrote many essays in journals like Bharati and other 
periodicals about Marathi words and Portuguese usages. He made 
his colleagues in Andhra University too to undertake research. 
Only when the history of language and cultural history are jointly 
studied, derivation of words, would be possible. As a part of 
it, he wrote many articles like foreign words in Nannaya, and 
Sine ete the age of Srinadha and artificially standard 
words etc. were printed as on js . 
Rn p Essays on the History of Language 


Donappa: was a prize-fighter in researches. He won the 


Sahi : Akademi award. thres tires, shhaseawarksiobycesearcla 
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are Estates of Andbra-Patronage of Literature. (1969, 1987) and 
Encyclopedia of Telugu Harikatha. (1978, 1987) To The Wealth of 


Folk Arts mentioned in the foregoing paragraphs, another award 
was given. 


When we look at the titles of his books, the extent of his 
research would be known. For any research, he undertook, he 
collected the information pertaining to it from all sources, He 
did not give up even a single source and particularly he searched 
classical poems, grammars, dictionaries and journals etc. 
Comprehensiveness concerning information, is the best quality, that 
future researchers should imbibe from him. 


The second quality to be learnt from him is examining the 
original text. Even without examining Andhra Sabda Chintamani, 
(the first grammar of Telugu by Nannaya in Sanskrit) the present 
day research scholars would compromise with something written 
by somebody about it. This curious thing is found in a depraved 
way in linguistics. In Engish, the thing first seen by a person 
is considered to be the first source. It is the zenith of the 
remnants of colonialism and ideas concerning slavery. This was 
not the method of Donappa. When he first got hold of a 
source, with its help he would get into the original. He would 
not rest until he got hold of the real source. The third quality 
to be imbibed from him is the collection of the concerned 
cultural information. While writing about the patronage of 
literature by the estates, he furnished the historical and cultural 
particulars concerning each of the estates. 


The quality all of us should learn from him is thoroughness ` 
and more particularly, there is much that the Telugu people should 
learn from him. His works should be prescribed as text books 
for students enrolling for research. Though much can be said 
about the research of Donappa, there are some more aspects 
concerning him which are worth knowing. 


i i in 1958, when I joined 
I was first acquainted with Donappa in 1958, 
cahevglossaryriofivocssinmabrarns asie YEAH Ag,wag.she 
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Assistant editor for the dictionary. The editor, Bhadriraju Krishna 
Murthy, very much liked my love of literature at that time. (Then 
I was active) I was a student of the class in his first year of 
teaching. (It was the last year for honours) To him, it was the 
first batch of students! He used to pay great attention. There 
used to be a chief difference between his attitude and that of 
others. Though the matters taught by others were minor, their 
voice used to be authoritative. Though he taught deeper ones, 
an attempt at convincing the students was found in Donappa’s 
tone. His students could not, but love him. I never saw him 
displaying anger towards his students. To put it in a single word, 
by loving his students, he added lustre to the teaching profession. 
It was his fortitude as well as weakness too! There was no 
discrimination for his love. I have an apprehension that he loved 
his weaker students very much. His affection for students in 
this regard was like maternal love. 


Donappa, like Parama Siva was easily accessible to devotees; 
if not so, we will call him easily accessible to students! As-Parama 
Siva’s easy accessibility put him to a lot of troubles, I think 
Donappa’s easy accessibility to students would have landed him 
in troubles. 


Though I had been regarding Donappa with due reverence 
to a master, he never treated me like a student; he treated me 
as his equal. The reason for regarding him as a preceptor was 
not only my studentship under him for a year in the Telugu 
Honours class. In my honours studies I used to have some 
unfavourable atmosphere. It was only his encouragement that 
instilled self-confidence in such a complex situation. His confidence 
about my ability exceeded my own and it did not go down to 
the last, only on account of his liberality. Whenever I was 
favoured with a promotion in my job or showed progress in 
research, he lauded it and mentioned it gladly with other people. 
It was not his nature to remind his help or encouragement time 
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The authorities of Andhra University, set up a committee in 
1971, about the Telugu to be used in Universities in which seniors 
like Puripanda Appala Swamy, Bhadriraju Krsihna Murthy and 
Nanduri Rama Krishnamacharyulu and the like were there. The 
Vice-chancellor, Bullaiah, objected to the nomination of two 
members from the same department of the university and 
deleted my name. Donappa was pained for it and achieved the 
same through Abburi Ramakrishna Rao. In the context of what 
can be termed as the last fight in the movement for the language 
of common parlance, Donappa accorded me a role, Though 
this is not the time to recount the role this would serve as an 
example for his confidence in me regarding educational matters. 
This is also another example for his loftiness as he did not 
disclose anywhere that he was instrumental for my membership 
of the committee. 


There is another curious thing that needs to be recounted 
here itself. Donappa supported the movement for the language 
of common parlance and even proved helpful but wrote 
bookish prose. Except his radio talks titled ‘Akasa Bharati’ and 
‘Encyclopaedia of Harikatha,’ all his research was written in 
bookish language only. If one like me due to affinity, asked 
him the reason for the paradox, he used to say “it is easy for 
us (meaning people of Rayalaseema) to write bookish language 
than the language of common parlance you write.” Though he 
wrote the language of common parlance, it was close to bookish 
language. Not only the use of words but even the style was 
the same; he wrote more of a scholarly language. 


Donappa held many posts and the post of the are 
of Telugu University was the chief one. His efforts for i 
development are known only to his intimate ones. We discuss 
very closely about it; discussed in derail about the formaci, a 
the language chair and many educational plans pee to t 
university. Working with him for a year in unof ici apiy 
and later as the employee of Telugu University, was a g 


experience. It'is true, Telugu University could not achieve what 
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Merging a die hard organisation and some disgraced organisations 
and directing him to consider it as Telugu University, they placed 
the crown of thorns over his head. Even prior to it, those 
craving for selfish ends were ensconced in higher posts. In the 
process of the building up of the university, they imposed 
pressure on him for still more higher posts. They happily utilised 
his flexible nature which did not resort to harshness in expression. 
It is a different story altogether. 


In 1955, Donappa was appointed the Chairman of the Official 
Language Commission and I was appointed as a member. He 
felt very glad for the appointment of another member working 
on language. He used to tell me that without satisfying with 
exhortation as earlier, we should prove ourselves by hard work. 
He also hinted to me to be prepared for tours with him. He 
started attending the office daily. He also brought out a resolution 
that along with the Chairman, members also should have an 
Opportunity to work by sitting in the office. He directed the 
lists of words printed earlier by the commission to be placed 
before the present commission. He directed me to examine 
how those could be given the form of dictionaries and to examine 
the things hindering the implementation of Telugu as the official 
language. He created such a flurry as if a guide entrusts tasks 
to a research scholar. To me, who by that time turned a cynic, 
by observing the staff of the Official Language Commission, 
his attitude seemed to be that of a novice in begging but I 
never opposed his seriousness. Perhaps, we could have, at least, 
achieved something but in the meantime there was a change of 
government and policy decisions were altered. Along with the 


government, redundant things also had to change. Donappa 
resigned to his post. 


There is a sentence in English to the effect that behind every 
successful man, there would be a woman in the background. 
This 1s a sentence created by the male dominated society to 
deceive the ladies. I do not have any regard towards the saying 
but Donappa’s life-partner, Govindamma, was his sole friend. 


Many.of us, Would. speakschighlyios cheirights fomavo mean bots 
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we spend our leisure mostly with friends rather than with the 
family. Donappa did not seem to have had such friends. He 
spent his leisure for research and family only. Donappa did not 
take coffee, did not chew nut powder and as for smoking and 
hot drinks, there is no need to mention them at all. If you 
take him to Hotel Banjara and ask him what he would like to - 
have, he can, without any inhibition say, ‘curd rice.’ (This actually ` 
happened in 1989.) 


Donappa was humble and simple. I think there were no 
problems that troubled him over a long time. A small family 
without any complications and concerns. From a long time he 
did not have financial problems, problems concerning research 
alone were his personal problems. Always he had the same 
thoughts. He wrote an exclusive book, What’s Your Name, and 
was giving final touches to it. Perhaps, it would be printed by 
some educational institutions. There is another book, Purana 
Pravachanam (Exposition of a Myth) still unprinted. There is also 


a need to bring it out. 


The death of a blessed being who spent his life with research 
as his life breath, is a thing hard to be contained by lovers of 
Telugu language. Yet would death have such a discrimination? 


Andhra Prabba, 
September 15, 1996. 
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ARUDRA, A MARVEL IN 
TELUGU LITERATURE 


Arudra was a unique phenomenon in Telugu 
literature. Like Viswanatha Satyanarayana, he turned 
his hand at many genres of literature. In every genre 
that he turned his hand, he made his signature 
discernible. I did not read his Twameuaham when it 
was published in Swatantra, (Swatantra could not be 
had by me during the days of my high school 
studies) but read it buying it for a rupee when it 
was published in a book form. The three books 
Agni Veena, Vajraayudham and Twamevaham, were 

„ printed in 1949. The three books were jointly 
reviewed by somebody! During those days only the 
little of Twamevaham was understood by me. In it, 
Arudra performed magic by writing stanzas without 
revealing their names. At the time of those 
childhood days, the name of the poet and the book 
seemed funny. Telugu literary critics, more 
importantly, Marxist critics, mercilessly condemned 
‘Twamevaham.’ In expounding the literary 
background, Communists put in a lot of valuable 
criticism but have been very savage in directing and 
estimating contemporary literature. The same thing 
happened at the time of Abhyudaya, (progressive) 
literature and also revolutionary literature. It is not 
known why Marxist critics are so impatient regarding 
new experiments. 
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Probably, it might be due to this reason in the 1955, by- 
elections, Arudra displayed his Opposition to Communists. He 
expressed his support for the declaration regarding the goal for 
democracy in opposition to the Communists who jumped into 
the election fray with the aim of forming a Communist 
government in Andhra. Even in the Sexagenary function of Sri 
Sri held in Visakha, the then leftist Communist followers snapped 
at Arudra. For some reason or the other, from then, on, there 
had never been a rapprochement between Arudra and the 
prominent members of ‘Virasam.’ (Revolutionary Writers’ 
Association) Even between Arudra and Sri Sri, slight discordance 
in opinions seemed to have sprouted. 


I do not know why it was, but Sri Sri and Arudra jibed at 
each other and each of them scorned the other. Arudra 
theorised that Srirangam Narayana Babu was greater than Sri Sri 
and he was the pioneer of the modern trend. His theory did 
not seem to have gained favour with many. Though Arudra 
projected this theory only due to his scorn of Sri Sri, in fact, 
I think, he did not give credence to his own theory. By reading 
Arudras’ biography of Sri Sri in ‘Varta,’ (daily) how affectionate 
he was towards Sri Sri can be ascertained. Sri Sri too had the 
same affection towards Arudra. I remember an incident that 
took place during the days when their rivalry raged in such a 
manner. On July 3, 1930, Sri Sri was the Chief Guest at the 
anniversary function of a school. Along with Sri Sri, Hari and 
I, were present. After the school function, the three of us and 
another friend got into an old pub in Abid Road, in Hyderabad. 
Within the short space of an hour we were there, Sri Sri made 
a mention of Arudra at least half a dozen times saying, “Have 
you heard this joke of Arudra?” Hari and I then thought that 
this uncle and nephew seem to be foes to the world but each 
has en irresistible love to the other. : ; = 
- Arudra’s daughter, Raudri, is a good poetess. To the poetic 
volume she e Sri Sri by himself offered to write the preface 
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the book to me and expressed his fondness for it. I have an 
apprehension that Sri Sri and Arudra by their sportive squabbles, 
made fools of the members of Virasam and their fans. 


I believe, Arudra was a democrat to the core and it was 
proved in many ways. Though he gave up hot drinks, he did - 
not express his intolerance of the fondness of others for liquor. 
He, himself used to order and requested them to consume it. 
When he was asked, “What about you?” he used to say, “A 
long time back, I consumed enough for a life time.” This might 
be a trivial incident but this is an indication of the influence of 
democratic opinions in the life of an individual. Another 
prominent incident also stands as a proof of this. Around 1986- 
88, Arudra used to arrive in Hyderabad for delivering lectures 
for the course on dance in the Central University of Hyderabad 
and stayed in the guest house in Mehdipatnam. During those 
days itself, a girl named Eswari committed suicide in Vijyawada 
under intolerable circumstances. She was also a member of 
Virasam. The Sub-inspector of Vijayawada investigating the case 
of her death made false allegations that she had illegitimate 
relations with the members of Virasam. Virasam wished to 
refute this. An individual (R.K.) brought a statement drafted by 
him and intended for release to the newspapers. The substance 
of it was, the members of Virsam condemned the statement 
of the Sub-Inspctor levelling false allegations. Then I had it a 
little modified. When it was taken to Arudra, he modified it 
further pungently to say “The police have no right to comment 
on the character of women,” and appended his Signature to it. 
The Sub Inspector of Vijayawada did not apologise but offered 
an explanation, At that time, Arudra had no amicable relations 
with Virasam and if it came to that, never were there good 
relations between them. Yet he not only felt it to be the duty 
of democrats to respond regarding democratic problems but 
even himself took the initiative and made the statement more 
powerful which can be said to be the distinction concerning 
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When I got the opportunity of going to Madras, many a 
time I used to meet Arudra. Even if I talked to him for a 
short time, I felt to have learnt many things. It seemed, there 
is nothing unknown to him in the world. Prosody, grammar, 
dance, art, anthropology, politics, puzzles, chess — how many such 
things can I list out? So only, I call him a phenomenon, and 
a marvel. There are misconceptions and doubts in the scholarly 
world regarding the erudition Arudra acquired in the different 
branches of learning and some of them may be reasonable. 
There are many obstacles for an individual acquiring scholarship 
in such a number of sciences. In modern times, i.e. in the 
Twentieth century, this is not possible. ‘Therefore we cannot 
gainsay that there are some gaps in Arudra’s erudition. 
Litterateurs like Nidadavlu Venkata Rao pointed ‘out some of 
them in Arudra’s writing of literary history. When the question, 
“Did Arudra have that much of knowledge to vie with the 
experts of the respective fields?” We should answer it for 
ourselves saying that there is no such possibility. He used to 
talk about linguistics. He had a the preface to my Tee 
ulu, (Splendours in Telugu) and wrote some pages and eve 
oe ya to me around 1986! His scholarship in linguistics 
seemed to me to be very elementary. It might seem the ae 
to the scholars of other sciences too and there is nothing unnatu 
about it and more so inconsistency too. This isa sing Oat 
the possibility or the otherwise but an individua ae pi aE 
interest in so many sciences and subjects is a great thing. eae 
like me would be contended by developing meee in om gi 
two subjects. But he was not such a one. 7 3 mally 
indefatigable investigator, interminably a ae an K Wa 
desirous of learning. His thirst for kaoti ge eign aside 
The thing to be identified at this point is tne poe za 
his scholarship, let us look into his creative works. AA 
- i hmic manner, he ca 
special vrittas (classical stanzas) in a ae Combining English 
the illusion that they are of moraic Pa : esd Hes 
sete) WAA HOES CUES = me with the help of end 
English words in a convincing manner aaa 
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and trends with songs and words, he gave them a new lease of 
life. In the detective novel, he created the character like Inspector, 
Venu. Numerous are the stories, plays, research papers and books. 
Elementary research on Madhuravani is still that of Arudra only. 


There is the need for a large number of research and analytical 
books to be brought out on the works of Arudra. Our Sangaiah 
published a thesis on Arudra. It is an important book of 
information. If research were to be undertaken with it as a 
Starting point, many new matters may be known. 


Arudra’s stamp over the twentieth century Telugu literature is 
an indelible one. Arudra had the honour of assimilitating many 
matters of knowledge and enriching a variety of literary genres. 


Arudra would be alive as long as Telugu literature lasts. That 
is why I say, Arudra is an immortal. 


Andbra Jyothi, 
June 14, 1998. 
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Epilogue 
REDOLENCE 


On the mentioning of ‘Chera,’ what strikes to 
those who know him, who (we will set side his 
essays on linguistics lacking literary beauty) read his 
‘works, who heard him speak and last of all, who 
heard about him, is that he is of a good heart, 
gentle, fanciful and of an aesthetic taste. As 
‘Cheratalu’ are familiar to Telugu readers, at least 
some essays of this book would have hitherto gained 
their favour and affection. There is no exaggeration 
in saying that the new ones too would similarly 
entertain the readers. This book, a collection of the 
old and new one, is like the crest jewel of Rama 
Rao’s works. Strung together with faithfulness, 
language, simplicity in expression and variety in 
content, these essays are like variegated blossoms in 
a wreath. Are these essays, verse libre, or musings 


or something else, it is only for the readers to decide, 


Rama Rao penned many works and all have had 

. the fortune of getting printed and gaining publicity 
and even earned reader’s affection. He often went 
on delivering talks on modern linguistic analyses and 
modern (ultra modern too) poetic series. By lending 
a helping hand to those interested in linguistics on 
one hand, and to poets and poetesses endeavouring 
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a number of students. He drew them to him through love. It 
is also an achievement. 


If it is felt, instead of the other aspects, the account of Chera 
is much, the only answer to it is that all this book, to a greater 
extent, is the sum of his experiences and memories only. In 
such a case, accounts of individuals are also appropriate and 


natural, 


Rama Rao’s achievement and fancifulness and others, are only 
the lower rungs of his tender, and friendly refinement. All the 
individuals found in ‘Cheratalu’ would be friends to us too. We 
would be gladdened by their progress and grieved for their final 
, For the past many. years, I too have been one of the team 
of Rama Rao’s friends. Once, I used to have a fancy to term 
our friendship as unconfined to a single birth. There were days 
when J felt that through such expressions alone my nationality, 
Telugu trait and the vigour of refinement would be exuding. 
Subsequently,. most of us, even without going to Kasi or Kanchi, 
along with many other beliefs, gave up the belief concerning 
various births.. In view of this, it would be enough, if I say 
our friendship has been of a long duration. Though once we 
were classmates, our relationship is that of a master and a student. 
By virtue of being advanced to me in age and experiences of 
life, the mantle of mastership fitted him and was agreeable too. 


To most of us, masters ‘would be left over only as masters 
and students too as students. To Rama Rao, those and these 
too (even masters and students) would turn out to be only 
friends. Some of the masters would be found in his writings. 
While writing and talking of these (without excesses and 
deficiencies) along with: regard, friendly relationship is found. 
Nayani Krishna Kumari too was of this category which otherwise 
means in shaping Rama Rao, her part was great. Maintaining 
cordial relations in such a manner overcoming the differences of 


nation, religio, sex, educati E ey 
Se yaa Tipathi uaga and culture, is Heh asniendinarysna 
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thing. It would be good if some of the progressive poets 
(poetesses too) can imbibe this. These appreciations of the good 
qualities in others and patience are ideological and perforce worth 

practising, more particularly to those with less of a learning and 
the proportion of emotion is much. 


In Rama Rao’s criticism of poetry, in his introduction of new 
writers’ works, sensitivity rather than sharpness, regard rather than 
condemnation, are clearly discernible. All his prefaces, 
introductions and critiques, furnished many new writers to the 
Telugu readers. 


Rama Rao’s prose is better than his poetry. He imbibed a 
simple, concise and beautiful style. During those days, many of 
us, who studied Telugu, used to gobble up dictionaries for weighty 
words. Gradually, at least to a few of us, his method became 
a model. 


| Narrations of Rama Rao’s childhood and experiences of the 
| early days struck to me to be too concise. The interesting nature 
of childhood memories may be due to the nostalgia of the 
past days but they are gratifying to anybody. Subsequently, (in 
the later pages) when he wrote either about individuals or poetic 
pieces, I felt that he found the aspects in which his writing calibre 
would be revealed. Chiefly, Krishna Kumari, Kelly, Krishna Murthy 
and Ramesh Babu are like big corals in a necklace. While some 
are pearls strung by the thread of his friendship, yet a few others 
appear to us as secondary ones. Yet, these too added lustre to 
his collection like leaves ensconced between the blossoms in a 
garland. 

But I have an apprehension that at times this fondness for 
friends seemed to be excessive, as in the following lyric of 
‘Kinnerasani? (a lyrical lay of Viswanatha Satyanarayana) 


iaaea 


The thinly flowing fountain 

became a stream and widened 

unable to restrain, swiftly 
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Rama Rao’s knowledge of prosody and fondness for its gait 
is known to all those who read ‘Cheratalu.’ Perhaps, it may be 
on account of that initiation and taste, sometimes and in some 
place, accounts which make us think if they are really needed in 
that context, are also found in his works. The essay ‘Patterns 
of Construction in Savitri’s poetry,’ is an example for it. It is 
not included in this collection but as it flowed out of his pen, 
I pose this question. As a poetess, Savitri’s ideas and concepts 
flow out swiftly like arrows. The anguish and emotion in her 
gave a proper form to her language. But I have a doubt that 
the discussion about the number of feathers attached to those 
arrows, and their value in the movement of the arrow is 

-incidental or purposeful, is of no avail. : 


Differences in taste among men, variety of feelings, diverse 
outlooks, various traditions are not only unavoidable but’are also 
needed. If the cultural advancement were to be healthy and ever 
new, these differences and their expression would be needed. 


The difference between a paddy field and a coconut grove, 
and a park and brushwood can be an example for this. Rama 
Rao’s temperament is of the second category. Though not 
concurring with the ideas of Viswanatha Satyanarayana, Rama 
Rao respected his art of writing and other superior aspects and 
even derived pleasure from them. Though the discussions 
between him and Ranganayakamma over some issues were harsh, 
his hearty appreciation of her process of thinking and writing 
calibre, did not diminish. 


It is not merely to Kelly but even to Rama Rao, this world 
is a combination of the shades of all hues. His words, “The 
same outlook would be found in my researches and other thought 
Processes,” is literally true, At times of my responding, on getting 
out of the layers of inherited inertia, I not only indulged in 
obstinate arguments but even resorted to arguments as keen as 
a sword. Much liberality and gentleness are needed for analysis 
of a.subject from all angles. These two are in plenty in all his 
Werks HE have Oseaidmssances oy hereimd cogicatedawrivhite 
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myself as to why Rama Rao, instead of out right condemnation 
tries to point out the good aspects only. But, generally, after the 
cooling down of the initial emotion and excitement, I could not, 
but feel, that his trend was, after all, correct. 


While reading about Saripalli Dwaranakanadh, tears welled up 
in my eyes, but my mind did not turn bitter. It is Rama Rao’s 
strength to touch painful aspects without any scope for bitterness, 
cynicism and pessimism getting near. That power would move 
the readers’ hearts and imprint good feelings. That is enough 
and the same itself is enough. 


In the service of literature, a writer, reader and critic would, 
in equal proportion have the capacity for study, insight, analysis, 
regard and responsibility. As Rama Rao, has these qualities, he 
could play the above three roles very well. Yet sometimes, along 
with others, I too used to feel, why he so endorsed every lady 
who blackened a paper! But at the same time, I also used to 
feel that encouraging new writers and highlighting their effort is 
certainly a gracious thing. 


In this collection there are essays reflecting Rama Rao’s efforts 
in linguistics. Though I have initiation and knowledge of 
linguistics, I lack taste in it. I leave their good and bad only to 
the readers. But I just need to say one thing. There are some 
who carefully keep for themselves the things they know, there 
are some more who feel that there is happiness in sharing their 
knowledge with others. I feel that Rama Rao is of the second 
category. He tried a lot to create interest in me regarding matters 
like a germinate consonant preceded by a vowel, passive 
construction, comparative study, and non-finite clause formation 
etc. He would have also made such attempts regarding some 
others too. Those who are not fortunate enough could not but 
regret that the effort he put in with a good heart has failed in 
their regard. Writing of linguistic seminars and meetings, Rama 
Rao said, “Reminded of the importance for linguistics in the 
Universities in the past and compariag it with on present 
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are not born out of our natural requirements. Ripples of a 
great tide like movement that surged up in a powerful manner 
(suddenly) drifted towards us. The chief source and sustaining 
force for this, are the American dollars. The force of that tide 
there subsided and a certain quietude descended down there. The 
initial euphoria found here, regressed there. This is not belittling 
the modern linguistics and its importance. Some think and also 
believe that this might be the reason for such a happening. Not 
only that, but it may also be a natural phenomenon in the present 
society which disregards sciences which are not useful either from 
practical point or from a commercial point or in terms of social 


benefit. 


This book reached my hand in parts. I read it for the first 
time thinking that it was unavoidable, for the second time, with 
an intention of finding out the salient features and for the third 
time, on having tasted the savoury elements. Much research was 
done on the works and still it is continuing. Whatever the genre, 
all would be unanimous regarding the points that clarity, simplicity, 
flexibility and brevity are always desirable. In Rama Rao’s works 
all these are there inherently and besides the warmth and a good 
understanding of the different conditions would arrest the readers’ 
attention. The essays in this collection are those published in the 
newspapers over the years in a rambling manner, yet as these 
have been published by collecting, dividing and giving them the 
significant title Crystallized Memories, this has turned out to be an 
excellent gift to the readers. 


Once we used to keep blossoms of the milk tree and petals 
of screw-pine flowers in our boxes of clothes. The fragrance 
they spread out soon after opening the box and the memories 
they raise are comprehensible only to those that experienced the 
same. The essays in this book remind me of those things. 


Kakinada 
2000, February 24. 
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Words at the end 


NUMEROUS THANKS AND 
LIMITED EXPLANATIONS 


Suseela and Ramabrahmam who wrote generously 
about this book, have set at nought my necessity 
of writing of myself. There is no additional 
information I can provide except to be ensconced 
between the two. They felt my pulse more than the 
physicians could. Both of them are younger to me 
who considered me as their teacher. By virtue of 
time, of course, there would be no hitch even if 
it is-termed that it is by virtue of fate in the course 
of time one became my classmate and another, a 
colleague. One is a long time friend and the second 
one, a friend of the later days. By being a long 
time friend and a classmate, one has the intimacy 
of addressing me in the singular. But on account 
of the difference in age, the intimacy was not utilised 
by the second one. It is my fortune to have been 
subjected to their love and affection and this was 
the result of the virtuous deeds in a life time. Look 
at their prose. I think, such prose surges out when 
it wells out of the depths of heart. When anyone 
said that my prose is good, I felt glad. Now as 
an analyst of the usage of language, I feel joyful 


CCO. Vasishtha ripattee anpadingcthe press ni Hasse. wwa. «A ama Kosha 


274 ; ; Crystallized Memories 


LI 
is a scholarly poet and a poetic scholar. Suseela is an affluent 
one in education. Benedictions to both. 


Some of those I mentioned in this book were intimates and 
close to my heart and some others are masters and therefore 
respectable. The images I have drawn about them do not 
completely suit their individuality; they are only a display of the 
aspects I witnessed. For providing me an opportunity to present 
them in such a manner, I feel obliged to offer thanks to the 
Editors and Sub-editors of the Telugu newspapers like Andhra 
Jyothi, Andhra Prabha, Andhra Bhoomi, Vaartha and the like. 


In this, my life accounts, personal experiences, to express them 
in political jargon - psychic trends are much in number. Those 
may be the only ones that are there! That is why, the title of 
this book is Crystallized Memories and this was the title of one of 
the lyrics of Chera the meaning of which as per the title given 
by Dr. Sri Devi, who introduced me to the world through 
Telugu Swantantra was Crystallized Memories. This title seemed 
suitable to this book: Remembering Sri Devi,-who-wrote-a 
great novel, titled Kalatita Vyaktulu, (Individuals Beyond Time) 
this way, after four decades, is another warted memory. 


The dedicatees of this book-the donors of the book-handing 
down these essays to the Telugu readers in the form of a book, 
Narra Kotaiah and Kotapati Murahari Rao have an inexplicable 
love towards me. There is uniformity in our opinions and 
similarity in tastes. This book is dedicated to them as a token 
of our friendshp. This was not their wish; my inner urge. This 
is an expression of my gratitude, in a way possible for me, not 
only for the regard they extend towards my works but also for 
the attention they pay as regards my health. - 


For expounding the feelings, Mohan read these essays with 
an interest far exceeding the need. Through his drawings with 
the help of the underlying words, he presented me to the world, 


an artistic manner. E Jia , 3 
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Instead of handing over the essays in a bundle, I gave them 
one after the other. Bur Fontline Nirmala, undertook the 
composition of this book not only as a professional responsibility, 
but also with a gentle spirit. Paying thanks to her is not as a 
due offering but to express gladness. 


The responsibility of publishing my books beginning with the 
first volume of ‘Cheratalw’ was that of Paruchuri Subbaiah, the 
proprietor of Cherita Graphics. Our relationship does not pertain 
to business alone - it is an affectionate attachment. As I wish 
him progress, I would confine myself to blessings only. 


Such numerous intimate ones are making me eternally indebted. 
They are adding some more Crystallized Memories. 


Chera 
May 5, 2000. 
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